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she Asked For It 


• • « 


"All right, you. You've wanted It for a long 
time, so now take it." 

"Who said I ever wanted you?" 

"I've seen you looking at this chassis-plenty 
of times." 

"And so you had to throw it at me, first chance 
you got." 

"You still have a choice—take it or leave it." 

His fingers locked around her left wrist ond his 
other hand dutched her hair in a twisting grip. 

She laughed at him. "So you're going to take 
It, are you?" 

"Try and stop me." 

"I just might. I don't like the mood you're in." 

"What do you expect—tender caresses?" 

She slammed her head against his face. Again 
he lost his hold on her. She twisted around, tried 
to knee him in the groin but he caught her and 
toppled her backward onto the bed. 

"Stay like that," he ordered her, "Move o 
muscle and I'il slug hell out of you." 

He moved warily toward her . . . 
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1 

Nora Osborne, sitting on the clubhouse veranda with 
a Coke, strove for die sense of well-being that, all things 
considered, she believed should be hers. But for some 
reason she could not define, she failed to achieve the 
coveted mood. 

Why? she wondered. What ails me anyway? She was 
genuinely perplexed and more than a little disturbed. 

Here she was, stiU in her twenties—if only for a few 
months longer—reasonably attractive, the beloved wife 
of David and basking in the bright glow of his success. 
Also, she reminded herself, they were residents of an 
exclusive suburb, the newly accepted members of the 
country club set, and parents of seven-year-old Louisej 
now away for the first time at the accepted camp for the 
young daughters of the Wilshire Heights families who 
were definitely on their way up. 

She was an accomplished hostess. Her tennis was 
good and now she was taking up golf. She had been 
asked to become a member of the Garden Club—an in¬ 
vitation that definitely indicated another rung gamed 
on the social ladder. She was becoming active in civic 
affairs. And since the Osbornes had acquired the house 
in fashionable Wilshire Heights, their name had begun 
to appear in the society columns. Barring an unforsee- 
able stroke of bad luck, Dave would soon be a vice- 
president m the Worden-Forbes Corporation with his 
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future assured. The Great American Dream was becom¬ 
ing a reality for young Mr. and Mrs. David Osborne, 
What more could she ask? 

Why didn’t she then-for heaven's sake—have that 
sense of well-being? Wasn't she snobbish enough to en¬ 
joy her new status in the community? Or was she afraid, 
deep in her subconscious, that something unforseen and 
ghastly would occur to spoil it all, would turn this rose¬ 
ate dream into a nightmare? 

A too-cheerful voice said, theret Why the sour 
puss on such a fine day?” 

Nora knew that the voice belonged Penny Austin, 
one of her new friends of this glittering new wtoU. She 
looked up, noticmg that Penny's pale green blouse, com¬ 
plementing her fiery red hair, accentuated ilie sweUing 
curve of her breasts. Her beautifully t&Ucirrid linen slacks 
were delightfully filled by a well-round!ed derriere above 
shapely thighs. Under her open-work Italian sandals her 
toe nails were painted precisely the shade of her flame- 
colored hair. She was, as Dave Osborne had once re¬ 
marked, strictly a dish. 

Nora forced a smile, said “Hi,” and then, trying to 
overcome the chill feeling that came with the recognition 
of such fonnidable potential competition, she added, 
“Sit with me a mmute, Penny* I guess I am feeling a little 
low." 

“But why, darling?" Fenny asked, seating herself in 
the nearest basket chair. She had come from the bar 
and Nora caught the aromatic fragrance of the tall drink 
in Penny’s hand—her favorite, Nora Imew—a double¬ 
rum planter's punch. 

Glancing at her, Nora observed that Penny wore no 
lipstick or make-up this afternoon and the heavy sprin¬ 
kling of freckles against the creamy whiteness of her skin 
was exposed for all the world to see. The freckles and 
the pert, up-tumed nose made her appear much younger 
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than her thirty-one years and Nora thought she could 
see what Penny had been like as a litde girl. 

But there was nothing of the little girl about the rest 
of Penny. Her lovely gray-green eyes were wise with 
the knowledge shared by all Eves daughters and she 
was marvelously full-breasted and magnificently long- 
legged. No wonder, Nora reacted, that wherever Penny 
went, the males were sure to follow. 

As did Dave, Penny’s Bart worked for Worden-Forbes. 
He was head of Engineering and Design, which meant 
that he was a top executive. He had held that job for 
a half-dozen years and thus he and Penny had enjoyed 
their secure position in Lanford society for that length 
of time. Penny was a charter member of the gilded world 
that Nora had enjoyed only a few short months. Penny 
was at home in it. She had the self-confidence of experi¬ 
ence, the savoir-faire bom of belonging. 

“What’s the trouble, darlingr she asked. ‘Why should 
you be down in the mouth, for Pete’s sake?” 

“Maybe because I took my tenth golf lesson this after¬ 
noon ” Nora said, “and I’m still a duffer.” 

Penny eyed her shrewdly. "You're not being truftftd 
with Auntie* More than your golf game is bothering you, 
darling.” 

“You re right, of course,” Nora said, reluctant to con¬ 
fide in the redhead. “A little something more but nothing 
important.” 

“Want me to guess what?” 

“You couldnt, really,” Nora said, laughing. 

“Want to bet?” Penny retorted. Then she said soberly, 
“You re worried because the company—spelled with a 
capital C, of course—is keeping your Dave in a sweat over 
that vice-presidency* He’s had all the grief and headache 
of the job for nearly six months but without the satisfac¬ 
tion of having the title. You re worried that somebody 
wiU beat Dave to that veep name plate and Dave will be 
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dropped back to junior executive. Am 1 right or am I 

right?” 

‘‘Well, that is something to worry about ” Nora ad¬ 
mitted. 

**You re thinking ” Penny went on, “that Dave has 
proved he can play the game and you re trying to guess 
why he hasn't won the name, too. Ill bet your guess is 
that you yourself may be the stumbling block ” 

Nora squirmed in her chair, suddenly ill at ease, “May¬ 
be it is that,” she admitted. “Maybe subconseiously I 
might feel that Dave is being held back because some¬ 
how I don't measure up ” 

Penny took a swallow of her drink. ‘This stupid non¬ 
sense of a man's wife having to pass inspection before 
he can qualify for a top job,” she said, sounding deeply 
disgusted, “is for the birds, really. It'll end up widi bright 
young men asking the corporation's blessing before they 
propose to a girl. My God, what a thoughtr 
Nora laugh^, but her voice sounded forced to her 
own ears. Actually, Penny*s arrival had only served to 
increase Nora's depression. What if Dave's failure to get 
that vice-presidency were really her fault? A man's wife 
did have to pass inspection; that was common knowl¬ 
edge. 

Penny went on, “Believe me, I was in the same stew 
before Bart got his present job. I was being sized up by 
the powers-that-be and their wives, and I just knew 
that I wasn't getting over with the wives. IVe always 
realized that Tm pretty much on the tactless side and—” 
“Oh, but that's not so ” Nora said. Tt's just because 
you have such an outgoing nature. Penny and , , . well, 
you give something of yourself to everybody ” 

"Thanks for them kind words, honey,” Penny said 
dryly, “but don't bandy them about. I have to ward off 
enough passes as it is without the whole world knowing 
that—quote—I give something of myself to everyone ” 
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“Oh, I didn’t mean-” Nora began, suddenly embar- 
rassed. 

Penny laughed delightedly, “Youre a sweet kid, Nora 
Osborne, but you re a Bttle on the naive side» Anyway, 
don t lose any sleep by blaming yourself, if Dave doesn't 
get his promotion. You re sure to pass inspection. Any 
girl as cute as you would. Sometimes I think that s all 
it takes-*cuteoess. My theory is that the wheels simply 
want to keep a stable of sweet young things for their 
own amusement.” 

pTou don't really mean that, Penny?” 

Don 11? After all the passes I've had to cope with^ 
passes made by Worden-Forbes' top brass?” 

‘Tou're joking.” 

‘'Me? A charter member of the Ninth Floor Club 
joking?” 

Nora looked at her in bewilderment "What in the 
world is the Ninth Floor Club?” 

'TTou haven t heard of the suite the company keeps on 
a permanent basis on the ninth floor of the Harrison 
Hotel?” 

"No, I haven't ” 

"Well, how unenlightened can a person be?” Penny 
said, “You ask Dave about it ” She took another, longer 
swallow of her drink. Then, with a trace of bitterness: 
Anyway, my Bart didn t get to be Director of Engineer¬ 
ing and Design through his own efforts alone. After all, 
there are plenty of other men as capable as Bart Austin 
-as the corporation wheels well know. And Penny did 
her share, believe me. She gave her little all to help her 
man.” 

Nora did not reply. She was sure that Penny could not 
mean what she semed to imply. 

“Now I’ve shocked you,” Penny said. “Well, child, 
you’ll learn. You’ve only been one of us for a few months. 
Give the gray-haired boys tkoe.” She stood up abruptly. 
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"iVe got to rush. iVe been roped into helping with the 
new hospital fund drive and there s a meeting this after¬ 
noon. Oh, but ifs fun being an executives wife, Nora, 
Never a moment free from being a public-spirited, do- 
gooder.” 

She started away, then turned back. 

After a moment of hesitation she said in a friendly, 
confiding tone, About your Dave: He s all right. Smart, 
and a hard worker. But I have it from Bart that he isnt 
exactly aggressive enough. Tell him to be a little more 
pushy, darling. Tell him not to be scared of the brass. 
Do that, now—you hear?” 

She hurried off, disappearing into the entrance of the 
bar. 

Nora sat for a few minutes longer going over Penny's 
conversation and disturbed by her disclosures about the 
Ninth Floor Club. She told herself that she did not be¬ 
lieve half of what the redhead had said. Penny had been 
pulling her leg. The top men at Worden-Forbes were not 
like that at all. She'd met most of them during the past 
few months, and without exception they seemed—well 
—quite proper. True, she had occasionally caught one or 
another of them appraising her in a speculative wolf¬ 
like way. But all sorts of men gave her the eye, just as 
they did to any woman who was not downright repul¬ 
sive. Men's minds were always on one thing—even Dave's. 
Many a time she had seen him look with warm admira¬ 
tion at another woman. At Penny, for one. Penny's lush 
figure always caught Daves eye and he made no secret 
of it. But he did not mean a thing, really. 

Still, what if Penny had not been kidding her? What if 
she, Nora Osborne, would have to cope with passes 
made by some man who could make or break Dave's 
career? Would she—could she—lend herself to such a 
thing even to help Dave? 

She would not, she decided definitely. She simply 
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could not< Such & thing ^ Penny hed hinted nt was tin - 
thinkable for Nora. 

So Nora told herself but still she was doubled. She 
remembered bits of gossip she had heard, gossip about 
members of the crowd that now comprised Dave's and 
her fnends. There was gossip of affairs and assignations. 
Perhaps there were deals made between the young wives 
of ambitious junior executives and the men who wielded 
the power at Worden-Forbes. Maybe there was more 
than one sort of payola. 

Nora had come from a straightlaced, middle-class 
background and she could not shake off the sense of 
shocked dismay that such things actually went on among 
the people she now knew. Suddenly she did not want to 
think about it longer. She set down her unfinished Coke, 
rose and hurried to her Ford station wagon in the park¬ 
ing area alongside the clubhouse. 

The station wagon was new and had replaced the ten- 
year-old second car she had formerly driven. Like the 
Buick that Dave had bought at the same time, the sta¬ 
tion wagon was a must. They had moved into a better 
neighborhood and so their cars, too, must have more 
prestige. Dave’s income had jumped from seventy-five 
hundred a year to twelve thousand when he had been 
given the duties of a vice-president. On his own, he 
would net have moved from their old house in the in¬ 
expensive development until he had been given the 
title-and the permanency that went with it-as well as 
the duties of the ofiBce. 

But he had been advised by his friend, John Fletcher, 
Worden-Forbes’ comptroller, to make the change. John 
was backing Dave for the vice-presidency and he had 
urged the Osbornes to live on a scale consistent with 
that office. This, John had insisted, would permit them 
to socialize with the firm’s top men and their families. 
Through socializing they would be accepted. And it 
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was vitally important, John Fletcher had pointed out, 
that Nora as well as Dave be found acceptable. 

All this meant, Nora reflected as she drove away from 
the Lanford Country Club, that she was constantly on 
exhibition. She must measure up to the concept, held 
by the corporation high brass and their wives, of a proper 
wife for a Worden-Forbes executive. She must prove to 
the company's elite that she was not only capable of giv¬ 
ing Dave a happy home life but also that she was adept 
at functioning as his social partner. A rising young 
executive s wife must indeed be a helpmate. 

But was a helpmate really expected to go as far as 
Penny Austin had intimated? 

And was the answer yes, if the husband wasn t quite 
able to make it on his own? 

Nora didn't know. 

She wished she could stop thinking about it 
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Driving home along the curving, tree-shaded streets of 
Wilshire Heights, past the handsome ranch-type and 
split-level homes, Nora lost her uneasiness. Everything 
was snug and safe here and she was able to rid herself 
of the ugly, weedy idea that Penny Austin had planted in 
her mind. 

The neighborhood was as substantial-looking as it 
was attractive, and the people who occupied these fine 
houses were, Nora assured herself, much the same as 
Dave and she. Most of them were, certainly, couples in 
love and faithful to each other. They were solid, decent 
families, who took loving pride in raising their children in 
these homes. The parents were church-goers; they be¬ 
longed to the PTA as well as the country club. There was 
togetherness here and certainly morality* If there were 
misfits in Wilshire Heights, misfits like Penny Austin, 
they were in a very small minority* 

Yes, Nora felt better now. 

She turned in at her own house, a gray-stone and 
clapboard split-level on a full acre of landscaped grounds. 
Their home was still new enough to her to evoke a little 
thnll each time she turned into the driveway. Although 
far from being among the more imposing homes in the 
Heights, the house and grounds were completely beauti¬ 
ful in her eyes. 

She pressed a button on the dash, and one door 
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of the two-car garage rose magically. She ran the sta¬ 
tion wagon inside, pressed the button again, and the 
door descended. She switched off the motor, got out of 
the car and entered the house proper by a connecting 
door. 

Mrs. Jensen, the housekeeper whom Nora did not 
really need but accepted for status' sake, was busy in 
the gleaming, appliance-loaded kitchen with early prepa- 
rations for dinner. 

"Any guests this evening, Mrs. OsbomeF* 

“Not tonight, Martha,*’ Nora said. “Were there any 
phone calls?” 

There had been none, Mrs. Jensen told her and she 
went upstairs to the bedroom she and Oave shared. 
The chamber was done in ivory-white provincial ^d it 
was, of course, her favorite room. Why should it not 
be, she thought. Here she experienced the intimacies of 
love with the only man she had ever wanted. Here in 
Dave s aims she was lifted by soaring passion to ultimate 
ecstasy. She was, for all her considering herself a rather 
ordinary young woman, an extremely passionate one. The 
pleasures of the flesh were for her an important part of 
being alive. She lived through many a day waiting im¬ 
patiently for bedtime with her husband. When she heard 
or read of frigidity in women, she could not understand 
or even imagine such a thing. 

She removed the plain blouse, skirt and heavy shoes 
that she had worn f or her golf lesson and then examined 
herself critically in the dressing-table mirror. There was 
nothing of the narcissist in her makeup. She did not ad¬ 
mire her physical self. 

She was of average height but she would have pre¬ 
ferred being taD. She was curvaceous when she would 
have preferred being slender. Her features were, it 
seemed to her, too ordinary. But her hair, a rich, lacquer- 
like black, pleased her and her eyes, of gold-flecked 
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brown, were certainly another good feature. When she 
was angry her eyes seemed to spark. When she was 
happy, as when in Dave’s arms, they glowed. Or so Dave 
had told her on numerous occasions. 

Removing her bra, for she intended to shower, she re¬ 
vealed shapely, roseate-tipped breasts. Too big, she 
thought with her usual self-disparagement but certainly, 
thank heaven, not quite so bovine as Penny Austin’s. 
She- 

The phone began to ring. 

She made haste to answer, going to the extension on 
the nightstand between the twin beds before I^s. Jen¬ 
sen had to bother to take the rail, 

“Nora Osborne spealdng.” 

“Nora, this Is Julia Hoyt.” 

Oh, Mrs. Hoyt. How nice," Nora said, her mind con¬ 
juring up a picture of the caller. Though fortyish, Julia 
was as lovely and trim as a high-fashion model-a true 
honey-blonde with a patrician beauty. She was the wife 
of Brandon Hoyt, a Worden-Forbes senior vice-presi¬ 
dent and board member. "How are you?” Nora said, 
asking that trite question because she was a bit flustered. 
Julia had never before called her. Too, Nora stood some¬ 
what in awe of her. 

“I’m quite well, thank you,” Julia said. “I called to ask 
if you and your husband are free this evening. Brandon 
and I are having an informal little party—a cookout, 
actually, with just a few friends in, and we’d like so 
much to have you come.” 

“Why, wed love to come," Nora said, trying to keep 
sudden excitement out of her voice, “unless Dave has 
already made an evening engagement today." She could 
not help feeling thrilled. This was the first invitation the 
Osbornes had received from the Hoyts. “Shah I call 
then call you back?” 

“Oh, that won’t be necessary," Julia told her, “Just 
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come if you can. And 1 do hope you can, 'Bye now, 

Nora.*^ 

Nora said goodbye, thinkingt Now were really in. To 
be invited to the Hoyts meant that Dave and she were 
being accepted by them. It meant— 

She had to tell Dave the good news right away. 

She dialed Worden-Forbes’ number, asked for Mr. 
Osborne in Public Relations. She was given Dave’s sec¬ 
retary who asked who was call in g. Nora told her and a 
moment later Dave came on* 

“Hi, honey,*" he said* “What's npr ^ 

“Guess who just called me, darlingr 
“The White House.” 

“Goof 1 It was Julia Hoyt * 

“Oh* Well, td never have guessed in a thousand years. 
What's with Julia HoytF" 

“She wants us over this evening for a party,*" Nora 
said, then waited for her husband to express pleasure 
or even an excitement to match her own. When there was 
no response, she asked, "Well isnt that something?*" 
“Uh-huh. It's an invitatioii that was due.*" 

“Couldn't it be a good omen, for heaven s sake? After 
all, Brandon Hoyt is a member of the board. And now 
that he and Julia are accepting us socially—" 

“It must mean, you think, that Fm definitely on my 
way to that vice-presidency," Dave cut in, “Honey, for 
Pete's sake, don't pin your hopes for dbat on an invita¬ 
tion to a cookout." 

“Well, I still think it's a promising sign," Nora said, 
refusing to be deflated* Then, after a pause; Dave^ 
honey.. 

“Yeah?" 

“Could you come home, maybe?^ 

“At three-thirty in the afternoon?" 

Tm lonely," 
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nice cold shower is a cure for that sort of lone¬ 
liness, baby.” 

“Beastr 

‘‘See you about five-thirty^ sweetheart^” Dave said 
and broke the connection* 


In his office at the Lanford plant of the Worden- 
Forbes Corporation, Dave Osborne lost his smile the 
instant he put down the phone* A scowl replaced it. The 
scowl had nothing to do with Nora, however, Dave 
seldom had reason to be displeased with his wife, Nora 
became unreasonable only infrequently and he was pret¬ 
ty well satisfied with her* Pretty well? He was damn weU 
satisfied with her, Nora was a doll, ftin to have around 
at any time and especially in bed. That she was fun m 
bed was important to Dave^ for he was, he would 
have admitted with all modesty, a pretty warm guy. 
At thirty-six, he showed no signs of slowing down in 
the bed department 

For a moment he considered doing what Nora had 
suggested, knocking off for the rest of the afternoon 
and going home to her—to take care of her itch* The 
thought caused his scowl to ease a little. 

But the temptation of playing hookey passed and the 
scowl, which had come at Nora s reminding him of 
Brandon Hoyt, deepened. 

The invitation to spend the evening with the Hoyts was 
not the good omen Nora believed it to be. For just this 
afternoon Dave had heard, via the office grapevine, that 
Hoyt planned to sponsor a retired Air Force general 
for the vice-presidency that Dave had been working for. 
Evidently Hoyt felt that Worden-Forbes should follow 
the example of other corporations that now numbered 
high-ranking military men among their top personnel. 

What under the sun a retired Air Force general would 
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know about business management and industrial pro- 
ductioDj Dave could not imagine. Of course, Worden- 
Forbes did manufacture electronic devices and space 
vehicles on Air Force contracts. The general might be 
able to help the firm in its dealing with the USAF top 
brass. Perhaps that was what Hoyt had in mind. 

Dave leaned back in his chair and lit a cigarette, then, 
still scowling, gazed about his ofiBce, or rather, he sour¬ 
ly corrected himself, the office he was momentarily oc¬ 
cupying. It was a large room, with brown wall-to-wall 
carpeting, relieved by several small but good Oriental 
throw mgs. The desk was a conservative mahogany, the 
chairs and sofa of mahogany and brown leather. In one 
eoroer stood a large terrestrial globe, in another a flag 
of the United States. Three walls were panelled in wal¬ 
nut to shoulder height and finished to the ceiling in 
opaque glass brick, and the fourth was a picture win¬ 
dow of reflectiooless glass. By turning in his chair, 
Dave had a panoramic view of the company's fine new 
research and development building, set amid the well- 
kept, velvet-green expanse of lawn. And the atmosphere 
in which he worked was, of course, air-conditioned. 

A voice in his mind; Boy, you're going to miss all this. 

He would, indeed, when, and if he was moved back to 
the cubicle he had formerly occupied. He had worked 
in this handsome office for nearly six months now, ever 
since its former occupant, J. P. Vinson, then vice-presi¬ 
dent for Public Relations, had resigned unexpectedly 
and taken three key men from the department with him. 

It had been due to the loss of those four top executives 
in Public Relations that Dave had been moved into this 
office and given the duties of a vice-president. He had 
been the only man left with the experience and ability to 
head the department. And, if anyone asked him, he had 
done a good job. He had reorganized the working rou¬ 
tine to function more efficiently and had hired some 
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good, new people to work with him. He felt that he 
was doing a better job than J. P* Vinson had done to 
protect and enhance the company's good name, both 
in the eyes of the organizations with whom Worden- 
Forbes did business as well as with the general public. 
On the other hand, he had the empty, bitter feeling that 
his efforts were not appreciated or even noticed by the 
big boys upstairs. Yet he realized that his non-recogni¬ 
tion must be blamed partly on himself. Why was it 
that he could sell Worden-Forbes to the public but was 
such a flop at selling himself to Worden-Forbes, the 
people who mattered most in his present world? He was 
painfully aware of the deep-rooted shyness that kept 
him from tooting his own horn, but he seemed unable 
to conquer, or even to combat, this lack of aggressiveness. 

Yes, it would be hard, damn hard, to go back to his 
old job as a junior executive. And costly, too. He would 
have to take a big cut and suffer the necessary retrench¬ 
ments his lower economic status would demand. How 
could Nora and he possibly be able to keep the house in 
Wilshire Heights? Why, running the place kept him 
broke even now, on his two hundred and fifty a week. 

The intercom on his desk buzzed softly. 

He flicked the switch, said, "Tes, Miss Marvin?" 

“Mr. Hannon of the Herald is on the phone,” his 
secretary said from her desk in the anteroom. 

Dave said, “Okay,” and reached for the phone. “How 
are you, Mike?” he asked. “Something I can do for you?" 

He knew the newspapennan well. As flnandal and 
industrial editor on the Lanford Herald, Mike Harmon 
was a good contact for a public-relatioiis man and es¬ 
pecially for one in Dave's job. 

“Just confirm a rumor for me, if you can,” Hannoii 
said. 

“What rumor is that?” 

“Rather a big one. I heard that General Lyle Wyman, 
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USAF Retired, will become a Worden-Forbes vice-presi¬ 
dent. Anything to it?” 

“That is a big one ” Dave said. *Tbis is the first IVe 
heard about it. How about letting me call you back?” 

“Okay. But don t hold out on me, boy " 

“Do I ever?” 

Harmon ignored that, saying, “General Wyman is still 
hot news, you know. The ex-glamor boy of the wild blue 
yonder. How soon can I expect your caU? IVe got a dead¬ 
line on my neck.” 

“Half an hour. Okay?*' 

“Right," Harmon said and hung up. 

Dave's scowl was back when he put down the phone. 
Obviously, the rumor had been purposely leaked. And 
almost certainly the leaking had been done by the fly- 
boy's sponsor, Brandon Hoyt. Oh, Nora, Dave thought, 
you and your high hopes just because of a little in¬ 
vitation. This would hit her hard. He pressed the switch 
on the intercom and told Miss Marvin to call Jolin 
Fletcher's secretary and find out if Mr. Fletcher could 
see him immediately. 

Mr. Fletcher could, Miss Marvin informed him a 
minute later, and he went upstairs to the comptroller s 
office. 

As usual, John Fletchers oversized desk was littered 
with papers to the point of chaos. This was not due to 
untidiness on the maos part but to the nature of his 
work. As comptroller, he was constantly checking and re- 
checldng the company's financial affairs and consequent¬ 
ly he spent his days working his way through a paper 
maze. 

He was a thin, gray man of sixty-one or two and he 
looked every year of his age. He wore glasses, and still 
seemed not to see too well. He smoked a pipe, and 
never appeared to be ruffled. A soft-spoken, mild’man- 
nered man, he was not at all typical of the Worden- 
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Forbes breed of executives. Somehow, he had taken a 
liking to Dave Osborne. In turn, Dave Osborne was more 
relaxed with him than he was with any other of the 
company’s executive officers. 

Reaching for his pipe, Fletcher leaned back in his 
chair and said, “Sit down and tell me what’s on your 
mind, Dave." 

Seating himself, Dave said, “John, I just had a call 
from the Herald. Mike Harmon has heard a rumor that 
a retired Air Force general, Lyle Wyman, will join the 
company as vice-president. I heard the same riunor here 
at the plant this afternoon. Harmon wants the rumor 
confirmed or denied. I thought I’d ask your advice be¬ 
fore calling him back." 

Lighting his pipe, Fletcher said, “How did Harmon 
learn of it so quickly?” 

“The so-called rumor was leaked, of course.” 

“I suppose so,” Fletcher said. “Well, I heard of it only 
a few minutes ago, myself. Brandon Hoyt was in here 
trying to sell me on Wyman. The idea is his. He served 
under the general during World War Two, and it seems 
that Wyman, since his retirement, has been putting 
out feelers to industry. Wants to find himself a soft, big- 
payment Job now that he’s retired from the service, just 
like a lot of other former brass. I can’t say that I blame 
him, but—well, I question the value of most military men 
to industry. Business just isn’t their game. Still, Brandon 
is enthusiastic. He’s going to do a lot of spadework and 
then bring the General’s name up at the next board meet¬ 
ing." 

"There’s only one vice-presidency open, John.” 

“Unfortunately.” 

“I feel that between Wyman and myself—” 

“I know," Fletcher said, “You’re the better man for 
the office. 1 agree absolutely. And I’m going to bat for 
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you. Like Brandon Hoyt, I also happen to be a mem¬ 
ber of the board * 

“HeT give you a fight, and he's tough ” 

“Yes,’" Fletcher said* “That, I know*** 

“Well, ril just have to sweat it out ” Dave said. 
“There's nothing I can do personally. But what shall 
I tell Harmon for publication? I can issue a statement 
either confirming or denying that General Wyman is to 
join the company. Either way, the next board meeting 
could prove me wrong. The only way I'd not be going 
out on a limb would be to say that Worden-Forbes hasn't 
heard the rumor. If I go to Hoyt, he'll most hkely want 
me to issue a statement to his and Wyman's advantage. 
If I go to H. M. Forbes, the chief, hell tell me that I'm 
the public relations man and bounce me out of his of¬ 
fice." 

John Fletcher chuckled. “WeU, so you are the public 
relations man, Dave* And if you're a good one, you won't 
go out on a hmb on this thing—even though you are 
personally involved.” 

Dave smiled ruefully. “You're right, of course." He 
got to his feet. 'I'll give Harmon a statement that says 
absolutely nothing.” 

“Such as?" 

“Such as: David J. Osborne states that no agreement 
has been reached between Worden-Forbes and General 
Wyman and that no negotiations are underway at the 
moment." 

“So ” Fletcher said, smiling, “you ve solved your prob¬ 
lem.” 

Dave showed that rueful smile again. “I guess my real 
problem was that I wanted to he^ that Hoyt wasn't 
planning to bring Wyman into the company, John." 

“Yes. And I wish I could tell you exactly that.” 

“Well, thanks for your time.” 

“Any time at all, Dave,” Fletcher said. 
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Brandon Hoyt was getting off the elevator when Dave 
came from John Fletcher s office. Seeing Dave, he waited 
for him to come along the corridor. In his early fifties, 
Hoyt could have posed for a man-of-distinction ad» Mid¬ 
dle-age had put gray at his temples and stamped his 
handsome face with character. He was lean and fit, Ha 
was also sharp and shrewd. Only one man in Worden- 
Forbes’ widespread organization wielded more power 
than Brandon Hoyt, and that was Mark Hammond, re¬ 
tired president and current chairman of the board, who 
one day would almost certainly be replaced by Hoyt 

Hoyt had charm as well as distinguished good looks, 
and he now turned it on for Dave, He smiled, placed a 
friendly hand on Dave’s shoulder and asked him how he 
was feeling. 

Then: “Mrs, Hoyt and I are having a few people over 
tonight, Dave, and we’d hke you and Mrs. Osborne to 
drop around. Make it about six-thirty, if you have nothing 
better to do. My wife has probably called yours by now, 
but I thought rd mention it to you.” 

Dave nodded. “I’m sure we’ll be able to make it, 
Brandon ” 

“Good, good,” Hoyt said. “It’s hi^ time we got to¬ 
gether socially. By the way, rve been wanting to men¬ 
tion another matter, IVe already discussed it with John 
Fletcher and a couple of others and I feel that you 
should be told, in your capacity as sort of an acting 
vice-president.” He paused, letting the significance of 
those last half dozen words register, Tlien: “General 
Wyman, a good friend of mine who’s just retired from 
the Air Force, is looking for a connection with a con¬ 
cern like Worden-Forbes and I personally feel that he 
would fit in here, Td like your opinion on the subject, 
Dave,” 

Choosing his words carefully, trying to conceal his 



t 


24 PARTY WIVES 

feelings, Dave said, Tve a lot of respect for your judg¬ 
ment, Brandon,^ 

'Then you wouldn't be opposed to the General join¬ 
ing the team, eh, Dave?" 

**Not knowing the General, I could hardly be opposed.” 

^“Actually, Im merely sampling opinion,” 

“Ohr 

Tt s not definite yet. It will be for the board of di¬ 
rectors to decide, of course.” 

“The Herald contacted me about it,” Dave said. "Ill 
have to oome up with a statement for Mike Harmon over 
there” 

Hoyt frowned with spurious annoyance. “Those news¬ 
papermen,” he said. “It beats me how they get onto 
something you're trying to keep under wraps. What sort 
of statement are you giving him?” 

Dave told him exactly what he'd told John Fletcher, 
Then he added, “If you'd like something more definite, 
ril be glad to quote you ” 

“No, no,” Hoyt said. “Your statement covers the mat¬ 
ter as it now stands. Let it go like that for the time being, 
and everybody will be happy ” He gripped Dave's arm, 
“See you this evening, Dave.” 

He moved briskly away, and Dave, staring after him, 
supposed that he should be grateful. Hoyt had given him 
fair warning. He was not slated for that vice-presidency 
if Brandon Hoyt could swing it his way. 

Thanks, Dave thought bitterly. Thanks so much for 
nothing. 
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Arriving home at five-thirty, Dave was greeted by a si¬ 
lent house. No sound of activity came from the kitchen. 
Evidently Nora had let Mrs. Jensen go home early, since 
they were dining out. Nora failed to appear to welcome 
him, contrary to her usual custom. Nor did she answer 
when he called her name. 

He went searching for her. She was not in the living 
room, nor any%vhere upstairs. He went back to the first 
floor and found her in his study, sitting in bis favorite 
leather chair and turning the pages of his latest copy of 
Fortune. She did not look up. Her expression as well as 
her silence told him she was in a mood. 

He sighed resignedly, ‘^AU right,” he said. "Just what 
did I dor 

The silence continued, except for the sound of maga¬ 
zine pages being flipped. 

“I asked you—” 

"It's not what you did, Dave Osborne,” Nora said, 
looking up at last. She wore her angry face, eyes spark¬ 
ing and lips thinned down. It's what you didn't do ” 

“So what didn't I do?” 

“You know very weU what you didn't do,” she said, 
getting to her feet and dropping the magazine into the 
chair. *Tou didn't come home when I needed you. For 
all you cared, I could have been deathly sick and—” 

“Sick, hell—You just wanted to be laid,” 
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“I whatF" 

•Tfou heard me,** Dave said, his temper slipping. 

"I certainly did hear you,** Nora said coldly. "And 
you needn't be so vulgar. You can find more proper ways 
to express yourself, you know,” 

“Excuse it, please,” Dave told her, **But Fm an il'* 
literate.” He stared at her, having seen her lips quiver. 
"Damn it, you’re kidding, aren't you?” 

Nora began to laugh. 

He grabbed at her. She tried to elude him but too late. 
He caught her by the arm, turned her about, slapped her 
across the backside, not gently. 

“ThatTl teach you not to get kittenish,” he said. "After 
all, a man expects his thirty-year-old wife to have a little 
more sense and dignity ” 

*Twenty-nine-and-a-half-year-old wife,” Nora said, 
rubbing where he’d slapped her* “But you could have 
come home, dam it ” 

‘Tm home now,” he said, pulling her to him. 

“There’s no time now,” Nora said. ‘'We’re to be at the 
Hoyts' at six-thirty. You just have time to shower and 
dress ” 

“Dress for a cookout?” 

“Well, don’t wear that business suit, for heaven s sake.’* 

They left the study arm in arm, and went up to their 
bedroom. Nora was wearing a housecoat and merely 
had to change it for a dress. Dave began stripping down 
for his shower, going to the bathroom wearing only his 
T-shirt and shorts. He took along a fresh change of un¬ 
derwear* When he came back to the bedroom Nora was 
wearing her dress, a beige sheath, and was sitting at the 
dressing table doing her face. Getting a sports shirt from 
the dresser drawer, he wondered how he was to tell 
her about Brandon Hoyt’s sponsoring General Wyman 
for the vice-presidency she so desperately wanted him 
to have. 
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Noticing that she was watching him in the mirror, 
he said, “I wanted to come home, honey, but Tm not 
exactly my own boss * 

*7ust so you wanted to come, darling,” Nora told him, 
Then: “You were scowling a moment ago* Is something 
wrong?*' 

"No—No, not really,” he said. 

He got into slacks, put on socks and a pair of loafers. 
He kissed Nora on top of the head, then went downstairs 
to the kitchen and fixed a drink. He took a swallow and 
went back upstairs with the tumbler in his hand. He 
knew that he should tell Nora about General Wyman 
but he still did not know how to do it. It would be a 
blow, no matter how gently he broke the news. 

Nora paused in putting on earrings, saying, “Don't 
tell me you needed a bracer just to visit the Hoyts.” 

"Well, I sometimes find Brandon Hoyt pretty hard to 
take ” he said. "Tm not exactly in love with the guy,” 

"How about Mrs* Hoyt?” 

“Too old for me.” 

"Just so Fm half as attractive when I'm forty,” 

“You will be,” he said, meaning it* "Don't fret about 
that” 

"Dave . . " 

“Yeah?” 

"What is the Ninth Floor Club?” 

He gazed at her blankly for a moment, then with 
curiosity, "Where'd you hear about thatP^ 

"From Penny Austin,” Nora said, “I saw her at the 
country club this afternoon after my golf lesson. We 
got to talking about how hard it was for a junior execu¬ 
tive to make top executive and how a man s wife must 
stand inspection. Penny mentioned this mysterious Ninth 
Floor Club, without telling me what it is. She said I 
should ask you about it.” Rising from the dressing-table 
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stool, Nora faced him. ”Come on, give, darling. After 
all, rm a big girl now^ 

“There isn't any Ninth Floor Club. It^s just a gag.*' 

“Penny says she's a member." 

“She did, eh?" Dave said. Then, after a pull at his 
drink. "Why did she say it?” 

“She was telling me how she helped Bart get to be 
head of Engineering and Design ” Nora said. “She said 
she'd given her little all' to help him. If she meant what 
I think she meant—well, you know." 

“Don't let Penny Austin put ideas into your head, 
sweetheart ” Dave said, grinning suddenly. “From what 
I hear, she's got the morals of an alley cat." 

"You think she did help Bart in that^that way?" 

“All I know is the gossip I hear. A long time ago some¬ 
body told me that she was Mark Hammond’s part-time 
mistress." 

“Mark Hammond? The chairman of the board?” 

“No less ” 

“But he's—old.” 

“Sixty-one his last birthday." 

Nora thought about Penny Austin and Mark Ham¬ 
mond. She looked as though she felt shocked. Then: "So 
what's the Ninth Floor Club? Explain the gag to me, 
Dave” 

“Well, the company maintains a large suite on the 
ninth floor of the Harrison Hotel," Dave explained. It's 
for putting up visitors from the firm's other plants and 
its branch sales oflBces and for VlFs who come to Lan- 
ford to do business with the company. If these people 
request feminine company and are important enough to 
be given the full treatment, arrangements are made to 
send women up to the suite. CaU-girls, of course. One of 
the guys in my department takes care of it" 

“Don’t tell me that Penny is a call girl." 

“I won’t The girls I’m talking about are real pros.” 
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“But what did Penny mean, saying she was a member 
of the Ninth Floor Club?” 

Dave shrugged. “I can only guess. She probably had 
dates with Mark Hammond there. But don't ask me 
about Penny Austin. Tm not one of her boy-friends ” 

“Still, IVe seen you ogling her more than once ” Nora 
said, making a face at him. “Anyway, my curiosity is now 
satisfied—about the Ninth Floor Club, I mean. Now shall 
we call on the eirtremely wealthy and socially prominent 
Brandon Hoyts?” 

"I guess we have no choice,” Dave replied, grinning 
at her. Then: “You look wonderful, honey. I like the 
dress.” 

“You should by now,” Nora told him. "IVe worn it 
often enough. But Tm glad you think I look wonderful. 
You look cute, too ” 

They went downstairs together and Dave disposed 
of his empty glass in the kitchen. 

As they went to the garage he said, “Its too blamed 
quiet around here. I miss the kid.” 

“I do too,” Nora told him. “But we'U be driving up 
to Camp Wee-ni-toka on Sunday to see her. And after 
all, Louise has been gone only ten days.” 

“That s a long time for a seven-year-old to be away 
from home. And shell be away almost three weeks 
longer” 

They got into the Buick, Dave starting the motor and 
pressing the button that controlled the garage door. 

As he backed the car out, Nora said, “We can*t keep 
our child tied to our apron strings. Its not done any 
more.” 

“But camp,” he said, “1 don't know that I approve,” 

“It1I make Louise self-reliant ” 

“Like you?'' 

“Well, aren't I self-reliant?” 
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“You are. And you didn’t spend your summers at camp 
as a kid " 

“I had very few advantages in my childhood, darling ” 

“But you survived ” 

“Full of complexes and frustrations" 

Dave snorted. He was silent until they had turned 
from their driveway onto Elm Drive, Then: “Sunday, 
I think I’ll withdraw my daughter from Camp Wee-ni- 
toka" 

“Over my dead body” Nora said. 

He grinned at her, TTou and your body. Always 
flaunting it.” 

“As you expect me to,” Nora said. Then, in a more 
serious tone: “Dave, Penny was trying to be kind and 
helpful this afternoon. She told me you should be a 
little more pushy. She said you shouldn’t be scared of the 
brass ” 

“Oh, she did, did she?” Dave said, his voice barbed. 

“She said that Bart told her you aren’t exactly ag¬ 
gressive” Nora went on, “And you’re not really, you 
know ” 

“Thanks, Thanks a heap. Next tiling, you and Penny 
Austin will decide that I don’t handle my job properly ” 

’That’s not so, darling” Nora said. "Everyone knows 
you’re doing a swell job of handling your department. 
But you aren’t pushy enough. You don't mix with the 
top men ” She looked at him anxiously. “Am I making 
you sore?” 

“Not at all,” he said flatly. “You’re making me feel 
just dandy.” 

T just want to be of help. A wife has got to help.” 

“Yeah. Like Penny Austin helped her husband.” 

“Now you are sore,” Nora said contritely. “Tm sorry, 
darling,” 

Dave merely grunted. 

They were silent the remainder of the way to the 
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Hoyt’s estate in the Crestwood section. Brandon and 
Julia Hoyt lived in a huge ranchhouse that looked hke 
something out of the pages of House Beautiful It stood 
atop its own rolling hiU in snobbish aloofness and was 
reached by a long, curving driveway* Around back were 
tennis courts, a putting range and a swimming pool 
A dozen cars were already parked in front of the house 
when Dave and Nora arrived and one of them was the 
Austin s Lincoln convertible* Penny, alone, was just get¬ 
ting from the Lincoln* Seeing the Osbornes, she waved to 
them and then waited until they had parked and gotten 
from their Buick. 

His feelings still ruffled, Dave eyed the redhead with 
sudden dislike. But his new distaste for her did not 
keep him from admiring her as a woman. She had the 
ripe, statuesque figure of a showgirl and, at times, the 
pixyish expression of a sex-kitten. There always seemed 
to be an excitement in her just below the surface and 
Dave, in male fashion, assumed that was due to the 
fact that passion, sudden and explosive, lay at a shallow 
depth within her. 

Penny was an outgoing person; that was sure. In greet¬ 
ing Nora, she exclaimed, “Darling, you look wonder¬ 
ful,*’ and then touched cheeks with her in that ludicrous 
pretense of two females kissing* The next instant she 
turned to Dave and gave him a warm, sensual smile. The 
instantaneous thought flashed through him that there 
was a promise—even, perhaps, an invitation—in her 
crinkled green eyes. 

“And you have that handsome husband of yours along,’’ 
she said* “How are you, Dave?” 

“I'm fine,” Dave said* “And you?*’ 

“Just fine,*’ Penny replied. “Except I'm in a mood 
because I have to come stag. My husband is off trying 
to settle some damn problem at the Dayton plant. Look— 
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may 1 make my entrance with you two? I just loathe ar¬ 
riving alone ” 

“Of course you may ” Nora said. “Coma along^ 

And Dave said, “Sure. Three makes no crowd.** 

He walked behind them around the house to the 
terrace where the cookout was being held. His gaze 
was on Penny’s shapely rear. She made sure that he 
notice her by walking with an exaggerated swaying of 
her hips. 

Two dozen or more people were already gathered on 
the terrace between the house and the swimming pool 
Dave spotted a half-dozen Worden-Forbes executives. 
He recognized other of the male guests as prominent 
business and professional men, The women were, for the 
most part, middle-aged like the men, but were as sleek 
and lovely as expensive clothes, cosmetics and hair styl¬ 
ists could make them. 

Brandon Hoyt saw the newcomers and came striding 
across the velvety lawn toward them. He was delayed 
by one of a foursome- someone who evidently had a 
story to tell for Hoyt smiled and nodded and finally 
broke into laughter. His wife joined him, and host and 
hostess came on to meet Penny Austin and the Osbornes, 
They made a strikingly handsome couple, Brandon with 
his virile good looks and Julia with her fine-drawn and 
rather cool blonde beauty. After telling Dave and Nora 
how happy they were to see them, Juba turned to Penny: 
“My dear, it was so sweet of you to come, even though 
Bart is out of town,“ 

“I long ago decided,” Penny told her, "that if I waited 
for my man to take me places Td be sitting home most of 
the time. The guy’s as much married to his job as to me— 
and maybe more so. And I think”—this to Brandon Hoyt 
—“that I hate Worden-Forbes with all the venom of a 
jealous woman.” 

“With Bart pulling down thirty thousand a year?” Hoyt 
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griimed, “ITI just bet you do. Well, come along, you 
people, and well have some drinks. This little aSair is 
by way of celebration—yours truly’s birthday. The day 
actually isn’t until Sunday, but we re celebrating now 
because I have to be out of town for the weekend.” 
He smiled that charming smile. “Now please don’t ask 
which birthday the old man is celebrating. That’s a 
touchy subject.” 

Penny said, "You didn't warn us, and so we haven’t 
come bearing gifts. Still. . She moved close to Hoyt, 
kissed him on the cheek. “So there,” she told him. “Many 
happy returns.” 

Everybody laughed. 

Each of the Osbornes privately decided that the even¬ 
ing promised to be a pleasant one; a forecast that made 
Nora warmly happy but one that filled Dave with a feel¬ 
ing of bitterness. For one fact stood like a threatening 
black cloud before his eyes: Their host, c har min g and 
hospitable though he was, was doing bis level best to 
keep Dave from the vice-presidency. 
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Dave did not purposely set out to get stoned but he was 
in a low mood from thinking constantly of that vice¬ 
presidency slipping away from him» So by nine o’clock^ 
having drunk far more than he had eaten, he discovered 
that he was a little looped but he felt no exhilaration 
from his drinks. Rather, he was filled with an oozy, 
alcoholic self-pity. He stood around morosely on the edge 
of the crowd, working on his drink and taking no part 
in the talk and laughter of the other guests. 

After Nora rebuked him by saying, "Really, darling, 
you re not being exactly the life of the party ” he fixed 
a rather vacuous smile on his lips so as not to appear 
downright antisocial. 

Actually, he had plenty of company in his mildly 
looped condition if not in his low frame of mind. The 
Hoyts bartender was a busy man, and more than a 
few of the guests-both men and women-were feeling 
their liquor as much as Dave. But they were high rather 
than glumly tight and consequently the party soon 
showed signs of turning into something of a brawl. 

There was, for example, the matter of the floating key. 
A dozen or so guests had gathered by the pool and the 
noise they made caused the Osbornes and still others to 
join them. 

A man^s voice yelled, "Go on, Georgiel Don t chicken 
outr And another voice, no soberer than the first, 
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called, “Go to it, boyl You've got everything to gain 
and nothing but your life to loseP 

Georgie was George Mason, famed as a playboy and 
heir apparent to Lanford’s largest trucking firm. He 
was standing alone at the end of the pool and apparent¬ 
ly contemplating a dive into the water. He had removed 
his jacket, shirt and shoes. As more and more people 
called to him to take the plunge, he grinned and said, 
“AH right, here goes nothingl” 

Quickly removing his slacks, he dived into the water 
and with a great deal of splashing started swimming 
toward a small yellow disc which floated in the center 
of the pool. The yellow disc bobbed up and down on 
the now agitated water, and Dave saw that it was a 
paper picnic plate from the buffet table. 

Turning to Herb Sundersen who stood beside biTn^ 
Dave asked, “What gives?" 

Sundersen nodded in the direction of a young woman 
who stood at the edge of the pool, watching the swimmer 
with a half-musing, half-mocking smile. She was Connie 
Barron, one of Worden-Forbes’ largest stockholders and 
a granddaughter of one of the company’s founders. 
She had been recently divorced from a major-league ball 
player who had turned out, so gossip said, not nearly so 
virile as she had hoped. 

“Connie floated her apartment key out on that plate,” 
Sundersen said, chuckling, with Ae implication that 
whoever retrieved it could make use of it tonight.” 

“And Mason was the only taker?" Dave said. “Connie 
must feel let down that there aren’t more chumps playing 
the game.” 

“Too many wives present," Sundersen said. 

Nora tugged at Dave’s arm and whispered, “Does she 
really mean it, do you suppose?” 

"My naive little wife,” Dave said, grinning at her. 

Mason finally came within reach of the paper plate. 
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But he was both a clumsy swimmer and too eager, and 
in grabbing the plate he tilted it and the key slipped off 
and sank to the bottom of the pool. A collective groan, 
mingled with hoots of derision, went up from the 
watchers. A moment later several people called to the 
swimmer to dive for the key. Mason did make several 
tries at finding it but then, winded and tired, he was 
forced to come out of the water. 

A moment later a second paper plate was launched, 
this one by Jim Matthews, vice-president of produc¬ 
tion at Worden-Forbes, and this plate carried not a key 
but a hundied-doUar bill. A heavy-set man with a coarse¬ 
ly handsome face and iron-gray hair, Matthews was a 
grass widower. He grinned, announcing that this was a 
contest for the ladies. 

The ladies were more competitive than the men had 
been, and four young women decided excitedly to try 
for the money. One of the four was disqualified because 
of her tipsiness and one was restrained by her hus¬ 
band. The other two, Connie Barron and Penny Austin, 
quickly stripped to panties and bra, to the noisy de¬ 
light of most of the spectators. They took their places at 
the end of the pool, waiting for Matthews to give the 
signal. He was agitating the water with his hand in an 
attempt to float the plate out from the side of the pool, 

Matthew finally called, “On your mark, Ready, Go.” 

The two young women dived into the water. The 
spectators chose sides, some shouting encouragement to 
Connie and others to Penny Austin. 

Dave Osborne watched glumly, rooting for neither. 
But beside him, Nora yelled excitedly, **Corae on, Penny 
—come onl” Dave glanced at her amusedly. This wasn’t 
at all like Nora. But she had been caught up by the spirit 
of the crazy stunts, probably because she had had one or 
two daiquiris more than her quota during the evening. 
“Come on, Penny—come onl” Nora cried. 
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Penny Ays tin was the stronger swimmer and drew 
ahead of Connie Barron. However, when they got close 
to the plate with Penny slightly in the lead, the Barron 
girl grabbed Penny by the hair. Penny's reaction was 
swift and vicious. She whipped about and drove her 
elbow into Connie's neck and Connie, with a shriek of 
pain, let loose her hair. Penny laughed and swam on and 
the next instant reached the plate. She took hold of it 
gingerly with one hand and with the other plucked off 
the hundred-dollar bill. Her supporters cheered, Nora 
among them. 

Laughing, Penny swam to the side of the pool and was 
helped from the water by Jim Matthews. Her wet 
panties and bra clung to her like a second skin and 
her magnificent body gleamed in the soft glow of the 
garden hghts. Wet though she was, she flung her arms 
about Matthews and kissed him. Ha slapped her on the 
seat of her soaked panties. 

It was quite a party, Nora Osborne decided, a good 
deal wilder than the parties that Dave and she had at¬ 
tended before. She was a little surprised by that, since 
the extremely proper Brandon Hoyts were the hosts. 

After the horseplay at the pool Dave and Nora went 
to the bar for another round of drinks. She was drinking 
too much, she realized. She felt a little tipsy. This will be 
my last, she told herself. She also told herself that this 
one should be Dave's last, too. He was drinking far too 
much but surprisingly he did not seem to be enjoying 
himself and she couldn't understand that. He no longer 
seemed peeved with her for her having said that he 
was not aggressive enough in his dealing with the key 
men at the plant. But something was certainly bother¬ 
ing him. She would have to ask him what it was when 
they got home, 

A ilittle later, feeling a flne warm glow from the 
last daiquiri, she went into die house to powder her 
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nose. Coming from the bathroom, she saw Brandon Hoyt 
about to turn into a room farther along the hallway. 
Seeing her he stopped, then, after a moment of hesita¬ 
tion, he came to her. 

“Enjoying yourself, Mrs. Osborne?" 

“Immensely, Mr. Hoyt." 

“Im Brandon to my .friends " he said, smiling at her. 

“And Tm Nora to mine," she said. Then, noticmg that 
there was still a smudge of lipstick on his cheek where 
Penny Austin had kissed him, she giggled. “There’s noth¬ 
ing sillier,” she told him when he looked at her un¬ 
certainly, “than a man wearing lipstick.” 

“I didn’t know diat I was ” he said, grinning. He took 
out his handkerchief, wiped at the smudge. 

“Tell me,” Nora said, knowiDg it was the daiquiris 
prompting her. “TeU me. , . . Doesn’t Mrs, Hoyt object 
to other women Idssing you?” 

“Not when I’m celebrating a birthday,” he said. Then, 
eyeing her in a speculative way: “As for myself. I’m 
not averse to accepting kisses as birthday presents ” 

“Be careful,* Nora said, and again felt the impehas of 
the daiquiris. “I can take a hint." 

“Can you?^ Hoyt smiled* “Well, if you’re in a gift¬ 
giving mood—” 

She was tipsy indeed, for she would never have 
considered kissing him when sober. She slipped her 
arms about his neck to do it. It was a brief Idss but a 
kiss, nevertheless, and with it she was committed. She 
would show him that at least one of the Osbornes was 
not shy with Warden-Forbes’ executives. She slipped 
her arms farther about his neck, and this brought her 
body in contact with his. She kissed him again, more lin¬ 
geringly. He put his hands at her waist, held her tight¬ 
ly to him. 

Afterward, drawing back, she said, “Now. Many happy 
returns " 
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"I couldn't have had a nicer present ” he said, and now 
his way of looking at her was definitely calculating. 
"Well have to get together sometime, you and I,*' 

"On your next birthday." 

"That's a long way off ” 

"A safe way off,” Nora told him. "And right now Fd 
better get back to the party ” 

"Look,” he said hastily, '111 call you one day soon" 

"Don't you dare ” Nora said, and in spite of her tipsi¬ 
ness hurriedly left him. 

Dave and she left at eleven o'clock, among the first 
to leave. It was time to go home, Nora knew. Dave was 
well on his way to becoming stoned, and she^well, she 
herself had had far too much to drink. Her behavior with 
Brandon Hoyt was proof of that Whatever had pos¬ 
sessed her, she did not know. One thing was certain—she 
had left herself wide open for a pass. He had said he 
would call her and, worriedly, she knew he would. She 
remembered the direct, intimate look he had given her 
when Dave and she said good night to him and Julia .,. 
Yes, he would c^U her. She felt suddenly fri^tened, ac¬ 
tually frightened. 

To get her mind off him, she commented to Dave diat 
it had been quite a party, 

“A brawl,” Dave said, his voice thick and his words 
slurred. "That's what it was, a brawl ” 

He sounded not only more than a little drunk but also 
in a foul humor. She did not try to talk with him again 
on the way home, and once they arrived there he went 
straight to bed and was instantly asleep. 

Later, lying in her own bed and listening to his slow, 
heavy breathing, Nora felt an annoyance that was very 
close to anger. She wanted him tonight, right now, this 
minute. She needed urgently to be loved. She was wide 
awake and in a state of excitement. She lay there thinking 
of George Mason trying to get Connie Barrons key from 
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that floating plate. She wondered if Connie had tidcen 
pity on George and let him cxMie to her apartment, any¬ 
way. 

She wondered if Jim Matthews had not expected more 
than a kiss from Penny Austin for that hundred-doUar 
bill. And if Penny, with Bart in Dayton, had not kaown 
that Jim expected more. 

She thought of her ridiculous behavior with Brandon 
Hoyt, and his promise or threat to c^ll her, and wondered 
if her morals, like Connies and Pennys, were not 
becoming a little elastic. Was it a case of when in Rome 
doing as the Romms do? 

At any rate, she wanted to be loved tonight. 

Her loins ached for male caresses, and her mind was 
full of sexual fantasies. 

And her husband lay deep in sleep in the other bed. 



AFTER WHAT seemed hours, Nora finally slept and 
then overslept. Dave's bed was empty when she awoke 
and the clock on the night stand indicated the time was 
nine-twenty. Dave had gone to the office without hav¬ 
ing awakened her. She wondered uneasily if he were 
still peeved with her and then, getting from bed and 
finding that she had a poundmg headache, she also 
wondered how he managed to get up at his usual time. 
He must be sufiFering a much worse hangover than she 
was, having drunk so much more. 

The door chimes sounded just as she came from wash¬ 
ing her face and running a comb through her hair. They 
continued to sound with urgency, unanswered by Mrs- 
Jensen. Nora became aware tardily tliat this was Thurs¬ 
day, the housekeepers day off, and so she put on slippers 
and robe and went to the front door. 

Penny Austin stood there and she was her usual buoy* 
ant self, Penny said, She was in skirt, blouse and 
low heels. She appeared as bright and fresh as the fine 
July morning. "Did I get you out bed, darling?” 

‘Two minutes earlier and you would have,” Nora 
said, forcing a smile. "Come on in. Penny,” 

Penny came in, asking, "Hangover?” 

"Sort of” 

“Me too,” the redhead said. “But IVe just got to rise 
above it. She frowned thoughtfully. T Imow it sounds 
corny, but have you tried a cup of black coffee?” 

41 
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“Not yet.” 

“Let me make a pot for you." 

“All right,” Nora said and went to the kitchen with 
her. 

She sat at the table while her visitor put water and 
coffee into the coffee-maker, and wondered about this 
early-moming visit of Penny’s. The redhead lived only 
three blocks away but they were not on such intimate 
terms that they ran back and forth to each other s home. 
Knowing about Penny’s extra-marital activities, Nora 
wasn’t sure that she wanted to be on such friendly terms 
with her. StiU, she did like her. Suddenly she realized 
that she was glad Penny had stopped by. 

Penny sat down and lit a cigarette while the coffee 
perked and said, “It was quite a party, wasn’t it? And 
as usual, I had one drinkie too many and made a fool 
of myself.” 

“How did you find the nerve. Penny?” 

“I was just feeling devilish, I guess,” Penny said. And 
then, in a serious tone: “I came over to buck you up, 
Nora. As soon as I saw that lousy thing in the paper, 1 
decided that I ought to lend you my shoulder to cry on." 

Nora looked at her blankly. “What lousy thing?” she 
said. “I’m sorry. Penny, but I’m pretty fuzzy-minded this 
morning. And I haven’t seen the morning paper." 

“And Dave didn’t mention it?” 

“Mention what?” 

Penny frowned. “Now I’ve done it,” she said contritely. 
“I would have to be the one to break the bad news to 
you. Still, maybe it’s nothing to be taken seriously—since 
Dave diii’t say anything. It’s just an item in Mike Har¬ 
mon’s column in (he financial section of the Heraldry 
something about a rumor of some retired Air Force 
general becoming a Worden-Forbes vice-president" 

T/> nlring stunned, Nora cried, “Oh, nol” 
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As I said, if Dave didn’t mendoD it, . 

“So^that was why he was in such a foul mood last 
night, Nora said, more to herself than to Penny. “He 
was worried about this. He didn’t mention it because he 
didn’t want me upset.” 

^ “He should have known you’d hear of it,” Penny said. 

A thing like this is like a pregnancy—you just can’t keep 
it a secret. I’m sorry, Nora. I truly am.” 

Nora nodded, believing that the redhead was sincere. 
Getting from her chair, she said, "I’ve got to see it for my¬ 
self. Excuse me. Penny, while I look for the morning 
paper.” 

She found the Herald on Dave’s desk in the study. She 
opened the paper to Mike Harmon’s column. The item, 
at the very end of the colunm, read; 


T rumor that General 

Lyle Wyman, USAF Retired, is to join Worden-Forbes 
Co^rauon as a vice-president. W-F executive David J. 
Osborne in a statement to this column would neither con- 
^ nor deny the rumor. According to Mr. Osbome no 
greement has been reached between his company and 
Oeneral Wyman and no negotiations are underway at 
the moment. ^ 


■This had been a blow for Dave and she-heaven for¬ 
give her—had made him feel worse by saying those 
thmgs about his not being aggressive enough. What 
good would aggressiveness be against such a deal as 
this? A retired Air Force general, Damn. Why couldn’t 
the man be content widi having had one career? Why did 
this General Wyman have to take a job away from a 
deserving young man like Dave? 

Poor Dave, she thought, and she felt like crying for him. 

She returned to the kitchen and said bitterly, “Oh, 
dam. Penny, why did this man have to bob up? After 
all, there’s only one vice-presidency open. That’s the one 
Dave should have,*' 
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“Somebody at Worden-Forbes bobbed him up,** Pen¬ 
ny replied. “And iVe an idea who that somebody is.** 

“Who it isr 

“Brandon Hoyt. He was in the Army Air Force during 
World War Two. A major, I thinh. Anyway, Td bet that 
he’s the culprit.” She rose, saying, “Youd better have 
that coffee now, for sure.” 

They sat at the table, sipping black coffee. 

After a lengthy silence, Nora said, “Penny, could you 
help Dave?” 

"I?” Penny said, looking at her with astonishment 
“How in the world could I help him?” 

“Well, you helped Bart. You told me yesterday that 
you did. And Dave said-” She broke off, suddenly em¬ 
barrassed, “Sorry, I didn’t mean to say that ” 

“Sorry for what? For discussing me with Dave?” 

“WeU, yes.” 

Penny laughed, “Don’t be sorry about that. Everybody 
discusses me—because everybody knows about me. It’s 
not something a girl can hide. Not an affair with a man 
like Mark Hammond.” 

“Couldn’t you talk to Mr. Hammond on Dave’s be- 

halfr 

“I m sorry, Nora, but my affair with him is pretty well 
over and done with,” Penny said, "He isn’t the man he 
was when I needed a favor of him. He’s six years older 
now and that makes a big difference in a man his age. 
I seldom see him any more—and I mean seldom. Actually 
he comes to Lanford only for board meetings nowadays. 
He spends his time between Maine and Florida. I’m 
sorry, darling, but I don’t see how I could help.” 

“I shouldn’t have asked.” 

“Sure you should have. And I only wish I could have 
said yes. That damned Brandon Hoyt. One day he’ll 
replace Mark as chairman of the board and that day I 
dread to see/’ 
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"He told me last night that he’s going to call me,’’ 

“Brandon?” 

Nora ooddedL 

"Well, in that case maybe you can do yourself some 
good." Penny gave her a knowing smile, 

“Oh, I couldn’t. I just couldn’t.” 

“You've never had any man but Dave, have you?” 

“No, never.” 

“Really? What a rare bird you are.” 

"Had you other men besides Bart-before Mark Ham¬ 
mond?” 

“A dozen,” Penny said matter-of-factly. “The first when 
1 was fifteen. My father came home from the war with 
a lame leg and a nervous condition. He was in and out 
of the veterans’ hospital all the time and my mother took 
a lover. Or rather she kept the lover she’d had while 
Dad was in the service. My father and I had never been 
close. He was preoccupied with sports every spare mo¬ 
ment and forever going out with the boys. He hadn’t 
much time for a daughter-or for a vrife, for that matter. 
My mother and I weren’t exactly buddy-buddy, but I 
understood her. Somehow I understood her need for a 
lover—young as I was. 

Anyway, this boy-friend of hers. Max, ■was a sweet 
guy and nice to me. He was always bringing me gifts, 
when he came to see Elaine—Mother. Bribes, I guess they 
were, to keep me from telling tales out of school. The 
older I got, the nicer he was to me. So one day in the 
summer when there was no school and Elaine was at 
work, he stopped by when I was alone. He said that he’d 
just happened to be in the neighborhood but of course 
he’d planned it. He came with a present Not a bribe 
this time; it was an enticement." 

“And he was the first man?” Nora asked as Penny 
paused. 

Penny nodded. “He was on the fat and forty side but 
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that didn’t matter. I liked him. More important, I was 
wild to know what really went on between men and wo¬ 
men. I didn’t know from nothing but I met him half¬ 
way ... My mother married him after my father passed 
away but that was after 1 was grown and had left home. 
After Max, there was a boy. He wasn’t any good at it; 
too young and clumsy. There were others before I mar¬ 
ried Bart." 

Penny paused, seemed to think about it. Then: WV^ith 
me, sex has never had anything to do with love. It seems 
a separate thing—an urge, an appetite, sometimes a 
hunger. Bart’s my guy, and Tm fond of him. He's the 
only man Tve ever known that I wanted to spend my 
life with. But where sex is concerned, well, a number of 
other men have been more fun ” 

Penny laughed suddenly, "Lord, but Im being candid. 
What is it about you that makes me yak-yak about my¬ 
self?" 

Nora smiled faintly, feeling too low to be amused. 
“Maybe if Td gotten off to the same sort of start as you," 
she said soberly, “I might be able to play the game like 
you do. But I can't imagine my giving myself to another 
man. Besides, Td be terrified that Dave would find out 
Aren't you afraid that Bart may find out youre playing 
around?” 

“He knows about me," Penny said. “He knew from the 
start and he's always acted accordingly. He’s never said 
a word but he keeps the score even. He probably would 
have done his own playing around even if Td been as 
faithful as you. Like a lot of men, Bart’s a chaser by 
nature. He—" The redhead suddenly burst into uncontrol¬ 
lable laughter. “Does Bart know about me and Mark 
Hammond? TU say he does, Mark did a crazy thing a 
few months after Bart was promoted to his present job. 
One stormy Saturday night, 1 remember that Bart and 
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I decided we'd stay home. We bad a <x>uple of drinks 
and played gm, then went to bed early. 

'"We were having a cozy time-nothing wildly exciting, 
just making love like two people used to each other. The 
phone rang. Bart answered because his mother was sick 
and he was worried about her. But it wasn't Dad Austin; 
Mark Hammond was on the phone. 

“If you knew Mark well, you'd tmderstand his pulling 
such a stunt. It didn't faze him at aU that my husband 
answered. He simply said, “Bart, Td like to borrow Penny 
tonight. My chauffeur is on his way to pick her up." 

Fenny paused to finish her coffee and light another 
cigarette, then continued, “Bart was sore, of course. But 
he couldn’t object, or he felt that he couldn't He was 
still feeling insecure in his job. He owed it to Mark, and 
knew Mark could break him as easily as he'd made him. 
So I rolled out of the hay, put on a dress and shoes, 
slipped into a rainajat and tied a scarf about my head. 
By the time I was ready, Mark's chauffeur was pulling 
up in front of the house. I ran out into the rain and got 
into the car and spent the rest of the night in the com¬ 
pany’s ninth-floor suite at the Harrison.” Penny laughed 
again, this time a bit ruefuUy, as though at a joke on 
herself. “That was one time when Bart definitely knew 
about me.” 

“And still you have a good mairiage ” Nora said, 
marveling. 

“A lot of good marriages in our crowd have a dash of 
infidelity mixed in with them,” Penny pointed out, “It 
would be a sorry world if a little extramural sex broke up 
all the marriages touched by it.” 

“But my Dave isn't at aU like Bart,” Nora protested. 
“He'd never let me get away with cheating on him.” 

Amused, Penny said, “Are you trying to convince me 
or yourself darling?” 
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*ToUj of course,'^ Nora saidj smiling, "Why should I 
need to convince myself of it? I know " 

"But aren't you, right this moment, half-serioosly con¬ 
sidering a little cheating-if it could help get Dave that 
vice-presidency?" 

"He wouldn't want the job if I had to sleep around to 
get it for him " 

'Tfou could be right, of course," Penny said thought¬ 
fully, "But he really wouldn't have to know*" 

“There's no sense in even talking about it, when there's 
no Mark Hammond offering me a trade " 

“But there is a Brandon Hoyt. Remember? You said 
he's going to call you " 

“Oh, that,” Nora said, trying to dismiss the possibility 
as meaningless. 

Penny, however, refused to drop the subject. "When 
a man says he's going to call you " she said, “he means 
he has only one thing in mind—to have you for a play* 
mate. Believe me, I—" She broke off abruptly, having 
glanced at the wall clock, “Good Lord, its quarter past 
ten already. I've got to run or I'll miss my date with the 
hairdresser ” Snubbing out her cigarette she got up from 
her chair and smoothed her sldrt. "I'm sorry I can't help 
you, Nora, I truly am, And I do hope this Air-Force 
general thing turns out to be a false alarm. Don't get up. 
'Bye now ” 

She rushed off, leaving Nora full of confused thoughts 
—thoughts she did not like. She certainly was not, as Pen¬ 
ny had suggested, considering having an affair with 
Brandon Hoyt or with anyone else in order to help get 
that vice-presidency for Dave. Why, what Penny had 
done for Bart and had hinted that she herself could do 
for Dave was no less than a form of prostitution. It was 
unthinkable—for her, at least* What ibe Penny Austins of 
this world could do so casually, the Nora Osbornes could 
not do under any circumstances. 
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She was too much m love with Dave even to dream of 
being involved with another man for any purpose. She— 
The ringing of the telephone startled her out of her 
train of thought. Certain tliat Dave was callings she rose 
hastily to answer. Of course he would call, she told her- 
self, because he had let her sleep this morning and had 
left the house without having seen her at all. 

So she snatched up the phone and exclaimed, “Dave, 
Tm'so glad you called! iVe been—*' 

The man s voice that cut in on her was not Dave's* 
Her caller said, “Sony to disappoint you, Nora. This 
isn't Dave; it s Brandon Hoyt. Remember, I told you I'd 
caU." 

Nora knew it was ridiculous to be frightened. No po*' 
sible harm could come to her over the telephone, she 
tried to assure herself. But she recalled Penny Austin's 
saying a man had only one thing in mind when he called 
a woman—to have her for a playmate, If that was Bran¬ 
don Hoyt s purpose in calling her, she couldn't help but 
be frightened. Her shaky voice gave her away, 

“Oh, Mr. Hoyt... How are you?*' 

“I*m fine, thanks,*' he said. “But 1 thought it was to be 
Brandon and Nora. Or have you decided we shouldn't 
be that friendly so soon?" 

Reminding herself that she could not afiFord to appear 
uncordial toward him, she said, “Im sorry—Brandon I 
slipped up.” 

“That's better, Nora,” he said, laughing. Then: “You 
know, I was thinking of you a while ago and wondered if 
you'd have lunch with me.” 

“Today?" she said, alarm knifing through her. And 
then, as though an automatic safety control were touched 
off: “Pm so soiry, but I do have a luncheon engagement 
—one that I really can't break " 

“Oh, what a shame—for me* I was looking forward to 
seeing you today ” 
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“I am Sony, Brandon ” 

•Well, anodier time, maybe?^ 

^es ” she saidt “Another time ” 

They said goodbye and then Nora, putting down the 
phone, realiz^ her mistake. She had failed to close the 
door against another invitation from him. Instead, she 
had left herself wide open. And could she plead another 
engagement the next time he called? She could, of course, 
but only at the risk of alienating him. And she could'not 
afford to lose his friendship. What shall I do? she worried. 
How can I cope with him the next time? 

She was still searching for an answer when the phone 
rang again. This time it was Dave and her heart leaped 
at the sound of his voice. She felt safe now; safe in his 
love and in the security of their marriage. 

“Hi, honey,” Dave said. "How are you feeling?^ 

“A little hung ” she said. “And yout" 

“The same, but Til survive ” 

“You re not still sore with me?” 

“Could I be, reaMy?” 

“I hope not,” she told him. Then, in a more serious 
tone: “Dave, Pemy Austin stopped by and told me about 
an item in Mike Harmon s column. Have you seen it?” 

“IVe seen it.” 

“Is there any truth in it?” 

“I m afraid there is, Nora.” 

“Oh, Dave!” she said, her heart aching for him. "I wish 
you'd told me. You were worried about it last night, and 
I was—well, I was nasty to you. Dave—” 

“Yes, Nora?” 

“Permy says that Brandon Hoyt must be the person 
behind it.” 

“He is, aU right.” 

“Oh, dam him. Td Bke to tell him a thing or two.” 
“A lot of good that would do,” Dave said dispiritedly. 
“It’s just one of those things that can't be helped. Well, 
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IVe got work to do, honey* Take care of your hangover**' 
Nora wanted to ask if there wasn't something Dave 
could do, but he said goodbye and broke the connection. 
There was not, she well realized, anything he could do. 
It would be unthinkable for him to go to Brandon Hoyt 
and try to make Hoyt understand tliat he, Dave Osborne, 
was far more capable of filling the vice^presidency, be¬ 
cause of his experience, than any retired Air Force gen¬ 
eral, It would be a serious breach of office politics, to 
begin with. And such an approach would never change 
Brandon Hoyt's mind, for he was far from the type to 
permit himself to be influenced by a junior executive. 
Such a man would never be swayed by anyone, except 
perhaps—No, dam it, Nora told herself, I won't even con¬ 
sider such a thing. 

When Dave came home that evening they made a 
point of not discussing the threat to their future. It was 
as though each felt that if they took no notice of General 
Lyle Wyman he might quietly go away, as a nightniare 
fades from memory by midmoming. 

Saturday afternoon Carole Sundersen called Nora and 
invited the Osbornes to an informal little get-together 
that evening. If Nora and Dave could make it, fine. 
Carole and Herb Sundersen—he was chief engineer of 
Worden-Forbes-wouId love to have them. But in the 
event that they had something else planned, that would 
be all right, too. Nora said that Dave and she had nothing 
planned and they would be delighted to come. 

It was, after all, a duty thing. Herb Sundersen was 
neither a company officer nor a member of the board, but 
as chief engineer he was a top executive and therefore 
a man Dave should cultivate. Despite the very real threat 
of General Wjrman, Nora refused to give up all hope. She 
had to force herself to believe that Dave still had a good 
chance to have that vice-presidency. 

The party turned out exactly as Carole had said the 
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gathering woold be, small and infonnaL There were less 
than two dozen guests and some of them, having other 
engagements, merely dropped in for a drink or two. Most 
were Wordeo-Forbes people. 

Brandon and Julia Hoyt were present, as were Bart 
and Penny Austin* Penny’s tall, lanky husband, a quiet 
type with dark-framed glasses and a preocxnipied air, 
seemed an odd mate for the vivacious, oversexed Penny. 
At least he seemed so to Nora, now that she knew what 
sort of a person Penny Austin really was. 

There was a buffet supper but, as usual, the food was 
held to be of secondary importance to the drinks. In 
spite of the continuously refilled cocktail glasses and 
highball tumblers, it was a sedate affair—at tiie start, at 
least—compared to the Hoyt s recent party* Conversation 
followed the conventional pattern, with the men discus¬ 
sing business, the admmistration in Washington, the in¬ 
ternational situation, juvenile delinquency, golf and sex. 
The women discussing clothes, children, recipes, serv¬ 
ants, scandals, golf and sex. No flagrant flirtations took 
place; no couples sneaked away from the main group. 
Yes, this little party was, Nora told herself, quite different 
from the brawl at the Brandon Hoyts’ home. 

So the evening went until midnight when couples 
began saying goodnight and making their departure and 
Julia Hoyt suggested that Herb Sundersen show some of 
his home movies. By that time the only remaining guests 
were Dave and Nora Osborne, Brandon and Julia Hoyt, 
Jim Matthews and a blonde young enough to be his 
daughter, and Bart and Fenny Austin* 

Nora could think of nothing more boring than being 
inflicted with someone's home movies. She gave Dave 
one of those wifely looks that said, "Xet’s go home—now “ 
But when Dave and Nora got up and started to say that 
they must leave, big, blond Herb Sundersen grinned and 
told them not to be in such a rush* 
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*'Don t worry—you may be in for a surprise,*' laughed 
Herb» "My kind of home movies carry a built-in, secret 
ingredient that makes them different from the usual run. 
YouTl see*** 

The others joined in, urging Dave and Nora to stay. 

And Julia Hoyt winked tipsdy at Dave, saying, "Tou 
won t be sorry* Herb's movies are way, way out.** 

So Dave and Nora stayed, and Herb s so-called home 
movies proved to be way, way out indeed. He showed 
them in the darkened basement rumpus room and Nora 
was grateful for the darkness. She would not have liked 
the otliers to see the shock and then the embarrassed 
enjoyment that must have shown on her face. She would 
not have liked seeing the expressions of the other guests, 
either, at such a time. For Herb Sundersen's home movies 
were unalloyed, raw sex. 

The film was in color with a background-music sound¬ 
track, and the title. Love Down on the Farm, gave Nora 
a hint of what was to come. She was seated in a lounge 
chair and Dave was perched on the arm. Like the others, 
Dave and she had each brought a fresh drink to the 
rumpus room. Dave looked down at Nora, and in the 
glare from the screen she saw him grin. He, too, now 
knew what they were about to see and, like herself, he 
felt a bit shamefaced about it. 

The first scene was of the house and bam on a typical 
small farm. A closer shot showed two men loading a 
pickup truck with sacks of grain. The one man was in 
late middle age, a homely sort, a true mstic type. The 
other was young, handsome. From their actions, ap¬ 
parently the older man was the owner of the farm and 
the younger one his hired hand. 

The truck loaded, the farmhand disappeared into the 
bam. The farmer looked toward the house and a striking¬ 
ly attractive blonde came from it and walked toward 
him. She was a most unlikely farm wom^, for she had 
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an unmistakable boudoir look even though she wore a 
simple house dress and an apron. 

Obviously she wore nothing beneath the dress. Her 
oversized breasts bounced freely and her heavy thighs 
were outlined with each seductive, hip-swaying step she 
took. She kissed the farmer and he embraced and fon¬ 
dled her. Clearly they were husband and wife* As he got 
into the truck and drove off she waved goodbye, smiling 
fondly. But once the truck was out of sight, she turned 
and hurriedly entered the bam. She began climbing the 
ladder to the hay loft, the camera remaining on her 
shapely legs as she climbed* 

Comments came from the audience. Jim Matthews 
burst out, “So that's what farm life is like! Brotherr 
Bert Austin said, “Boy, what a pair of gamsl” 

And when the girl on the screen reached the hay loft 
and found the young farmhand waiting there. Penny 
Austin exclaimed, “An honest-to-gosh roll in the hayl** 

At that, Julia Hoyt asked, "Dave, Nora, now aren't you 
glad you stayed?” 

Nora was at first amazed and then somehow disap¬ 
pointed in Julia, who had always seemed to her so proper, 
so much the lady. 

The action on the screen had moved swiftly until this 
point. Now the film took on a more leisurely pace, show¬ 
ing the detailed, intimate love-play between the per¬ 
formers. They kissed and caressed and gradually the 
woman became the aggressor. She ripped off the man's 
shirt and flung it down, baring his heavy chest and torso. 
She ran her hands sensuously over his well-muscled body, 
her face registering pure lust. She was either doing a 
superb job of acting or true sexual passion consumed her. 
Suddenly, and with frantic haste, she bared her lovers 
body further and lavished caresses and long, lingering 
kisses upon it. After this amorous display continued for 
some minutes, she stood up and began to undress her- 
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self. Hastily she tore off the ridiculous apron, the absurd 
housedress, and kicked off her shoes. 

And Jim Matthews burst out, “Man, get a load of tiiose 
knockersl” 

The young woman had a magiaificent body. Her breasts 
were large^ bell-shaped, her waist smidl, her hips more 
than adequate, her legs long and perfectly formed. She 
posed wantonly for her lover, fondled her own body; 
then he, by now stark naked, seized her roughly. Their 
bodies joined, the two fell together into the soft bed of 
hay. They writhed against each other for a time, then 
at last entered the ultimate embrace. 

There was a fadeout at this point and the next scene 
showed the two, looking sexually sated, dressing and 
descending from the loft. Outside the bam, they parted. 
The man mounted a tractor to which a cultivator was at¬ 
tached and drove out into die fields. The woman returned 
to the house. 

The final scene showed the husband retuming in his 
empty ixudc. As he stopped and descended from the 
truck, his wife <^me from the house and ran to him. She 
kissed him hungrily, took his arm, tried to lead him to the 
house. He shook his head, gesturing to show that he had 
chores to do. She persisted, thrusting herself against him 
and squirming suggestively. Her face again registered 
lust. The farmer finally, reluctantly, gave in and they 
went to the house. The film ended with the closing of 
the door and the audience was left to imagine what took 
place inside. 

The screen went blank, and Herb Sundersen shut off 
his projector. 

“Is that all?” Julia Hoyt asked, sounding disappointed. 
“Haven't you more. Herb?” 

“Well, IVe one more new film,” Herb said. "It’s called 
Xoves of a Salesman.' But there'll be a brief inteimis- 
sion while I change reels.” 
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Dave rose from the ami of Nora's chair, sajdng, "To 
take another like that. Ill need a refill* How about you, 
honey?” 

Nora hadn't touched her drink, and said so, 

Dave went upstairs to the kitchen, and Jim Matthews 
and Brandon Hoyt, with his wife's glass as well as his 
own, followed. Herb turned on a lamp so that he could 
see to thread the new film into the projector. With the 
room lighted, Nora avoided looking at those who re¬ 
mained in the rumpus room. She gave her entire atten¬ 
tion to her drink, too self-conscious to meet the gaze of 
the others. She could not talk and laugh about Ae film 
as they were doing and she wondered if she were some- 
thing of a pmde. Yet, she had to admit, she had enjoyed 
the movie. The images of those two naked people, the 
man as handsome as the woman was beautiful, remained 
vividly imprinted on her mental vision. Sexually aroused, 
she wanted only to experience, this very moment, the 
same actions that she had watched on ^e screen. She 
wished she were home with Dave, 

Penny Austin crossed the room to her and asked, 
"How'd you like it, Nora?” 

Forcing herself to look up, Nora said, "It was different, 
at least.” 

"Shocked you, Ill bet ” 

"Well, a little. I wasn't prepared for that sort of home 
movies ” 

Penny laughed, moved away. To Herb Sundersen she 
said, "I m going for another drinkie, darling. Don't you 
dare start the next show until I get back,” 

“Don't be too long ” he said, grinning at her. 

Herb did start the second film before Penny got back 
from upstairs and before Dave returned. This film, fuUy 
as erotic as the first, had run several minutes before Dave 
resumed his perch on the arm of Nora's chair. A moment 
later Penny returned to the rumpus room, asking if she 
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Bad missed anything. Suspicion nagged at Nora. She 
could not help but wonder why Dave and Penny had re¬ 
mained upstairs after Jim Matthews and Brandon Hoyt 
had come down again. She had a bleak vision of their 
embracing, kissing. She knew that Dave had long been 
attracted to the redheaded girl and she knew also what 
Penny’s morals were like. But then Dave slipped his arm 
about her shoulders and in the semidarkness cupped her 
left breast with his hand. That small gesture, along with 
the torrid sexual activity on the screen, made her forget 
her suspicion that Dave might have been engaged in a 
little sexual byplay with Penny while upstairs. 

But when the film was over and the lamps lighted, she 
saw evidence that her suspicions hadn’t been groundless. 

Hurt and angry, she said, “You should at least have 
thought to wipe her lipstick off your face." 

Looking startled, Dave took out his handkerchief and 
sheepishly wiped at his face. He was unable to get rid 
of all the lipstick smear. 

Nora got to her feet. ‘Tve had more than ^ough of 
this,” she said, speaking in a whisper so that only Dave 
could hear. She was angry but still she didn’t want to 
create a scene. “Take me home, please.” 

'The other guests were also talking of leaving and 
everyone went upstairs. There was the usual lingering at 
the door while goodnights were said. Jim Matthews in¬ 
sisted upon talking about the films with Herb Sundersen. 
Penny Austin stood talking with Julia Hoyt and the red¬ 
head noticeably avoided the gaze of Nora who was 
staring daggers at her. She would be wary of Penny’s 
friendship from now on, Nora promised herself. When 
Bert Austin cornered Dave, trying to talk him into play¬ 
ing golf tomorrow, Nora found herself alone. Then Bran¬ 
don Hoyt joined her. 

In a whisper intended only for her, Hoyt said, “Mon¬ 
day, twelve-thirty, at the Lakeview Inn?" 
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She stared at him coldly, angry with him because she 
was angry with Dave, Could he actually think those films 
had made her ripe for an extramarital adventure? "1 
should think not,” she said, and turned her back on him, 

“Ill expect you,” he said and turned away to join his 
wife. 

Finally Dave and she got their goodnights said, told 
Herb and Carole that they'd had a marvelous time, and 
went out to their car. Dave had had too much to drink 
and he ran onto die lawn when pulling out from behind 
Jim Matthews’ Thunderbird. 

“Be careful, for heaven s sake,” Nora said sharply, “Or 
maybe, seeing the condition you’re in. I'd better drive,’* 

“Are you saying I'm drunk?” he retorted, bristlmg. 

“You're certainly not sober,” she said, "which has been 
proved by the way you’re acting. And have been acting ” 

He did not pretend ignorance of what she meant 
“Listen: about Penny—” 

"Yes, about Penny,” she cut in, well aware tfiat she 
was being pettish and unfair. After all, she had engaged 
in the same sort of thing at the Hoyts' party with Bran¬ 
don Hoyt, But she couldn't help herself, "What about 
you and Penny?” she went on, "How far did you two go, 
anyway?” 

“How far do you think we went?” Dave said disgusted¬ 
ly. "Do you think I laid her, right there in the lighted 
kitchen with other people walking in and out?” 

"Those other people came downstairs before Herb 
started his second film ” 

"All right. So we were alone for a couple of minutes ” 

“So what happened?” 

“Nothing that matters, damn it” 

“It matters to me,” Nora retorted. "And I want to 
know.” 

He swore under his breath and the car gave a sudden 
lurch as he swung back from too far to the left side of the 
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road. He should not be driving, Nora thought—but she 
was afraid to suggest again that she should take the 
wheel. That, she knew, would really make him lose his 
temper. Luckily they had only a few blocks to go. 

After a moment of sulky silence Dave said, “If youVe 
got to know, she made a pky for me. She gave me a buss 
on die cheek. You know what Penny's like; heU, every¬ 
body knows her.” 

“She gave you a buss on the cheek, did she? And what, 
may I ask, did you give her in return?” 

“I kissed her back but I didn’t mean a tbmg. I’d had 
a oouple of drinks too many. And that damn film of 
Herb’s didn’t do me any good.” 

He ran through a stop sign, realized it afterward, and 
swore again. 

After that, Nora decided to hold her tongue before 
they did have an accident. She managed to keep quiet 
until they reached home and Dave had run the Buidc 
into the garage. 

Entering the house, she asked, “Did you arrange an 
assignation with her?” 

He stared at her, “I did not** 

“Maybe you’d better.” 

He looked at her, scowling. “Now what do you mean 
by that?” 

“I mean that you might get her out of your system if 
you once had her,” 

“Damn it; I don’t want Penny Austin—and you know 
itr he said, striding into the kitchen. *lVe got troubles 
enough without getting involved with any hot-pants 
dame like her,” He opened the refrigerator, took out a 
tray of ice cubes, 'Tor that matter, IVe got enough on 
my mind without having you climbing all over me about 
something as meaningless as a kiss sneaked at a party. 
I’m losing out on the chance of a lifetime. I can see us 
having to give up this house and all that goes with it 
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and that's plenty to worry about. So lay oflF me ” He got 
a bottle of scotch from the cupboard* "Do you want a 
drink, too?” 

"No, 1 don't want a drink, too,” Nora said flatly. "And 
I don’t think you need one, either. You can't drown your 
failure, remember*” 

“So now Tm a failure ” 

“That isn't what I said,” 

"It's what you mean, though,” he said, going on with 
fixing his drink. "I'm not getting that vice-presidency be¬ 
cause Tm not pushy enough. If I were more aggressive. 
I'd be getting it instead of that fly-boy friend of Brandon 
Hoyt's*” 

“If you think that, maybe it's true,” 

"All right, so it's true,” he said and took a long pull at 
his drink. “Then I suppose I'm just not man enough to 
land a vice-presidency ” 

"To hold it, you mean,” Nora said and wondered why 
she couldn't stop harassing him. “You already have it 
You just aren't able to hold onto it.” 

"Thanks for pointing out my lack of ability.” 

"Nobody has said that you lack ability,” Nora replied* 
“But what's the use of arguing about it—about anything? 
I'm going to bed*” 

“Go ahead," Dave told her* "Goodnight,” 

As she undressed, Nora realized that what had hap¬ 
pened between Dave and Penny was not the only reason 
for her bitchy mood* She was upset by everything. The 
worry of Dave s not getting the vice-presidency. The fear 
of their having to give up this lovely house and a gracious 
way of life. And the secret shame she felt for having 
watched—yes, and for having enjoyed—Herb Sundersen’s 
movies* 

Abed in the darkened room, she was too keyed up to 
sleep. She felt torn apart, shattered, by this sudden con¬ 
tention between Dave and her. For one thing, she was 
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haunted by the frightening prospect of losing their hard- 
won status of living in Wilshire Heights, of slipping from 
their place among the upper echelon of Worden-Forbes 
personnel, which only now was beginning to accept them. 
But on the other hand, she did not like Ae sort of people 
she and Dave were becoming. They had raised tbei r 
standard of living, which was fine. Yet at the same time 
they had lowered their moral standards, which was not 
fine. These people, she thought. These people with their 
ultra-virtuous facade, but with no sense of decency or 
morality. Apartment keys and himdred-doUar bills up 
for grabs .., Erotic movies . .. Sneaked losses and cheap 
thrills ... Men winning promotion through their wives 
sleeping around ... Assignations arranged. And Brandon 
Hoyt, trying to arrange one with her. “Monday, twelve- 
thirty, the Lakeview Inn. I’ll expect you,” he had whis¬ 
pered. Okay, then. Let him be there and expect her. He 
was due for a big disappointment. 

A sleeping pill, she thought. Or a tranquilizer. 

She certainly needed something to put her to sleep. 

But Dave came upstairs before she could get from bed 
and go to the bathroom for a pill. She lay still, hoping 
he would think she was asleep. He undressed in the dark, 
then came to her bed without having put on pajamas. 
Anger returned, stronger than before. 

“I don’t want you in here," she said flatly. "I won’t 
have you in here tonight." 

“Listen, honey.” His voice was thick from the whiskey 
he had drunk and perhaps with soaring passion, too. 
Damn it, I told you that stuE with Fenny meant nothing. 
Forget it, can’t you?” 

“I Just wish I could forget it." 

“You re being utterly childish," he said, sitting on the 
edge of her bed and pulling the sheet down from her. 
And you’re no child, believe me." 

Sure, I know,” she retorted. “I’m a woman. And after 
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those filthy movies and that alley-cat of a Fenny Austm 
you need a woman. Any woman. WeH just get over your 
itch some other way—damn iti” 

She tried to pull the sheet back over her but he would 
not let her. 

"I'm having you,** he said angrily. "YouVe letting me 
have you. After all, you're my wife and—" 

“Dave, I'm warning youl” 

He ignored that, as she somehow knew he would. For 
the first time in their marriage, he was refusing to respect 
her wishes when she did not feel receptive toward his 
sexual demands. Also, for the first time m their ,marriage, 
he was making no effort to change her mood through the 
gentleness, the breathlessly intimate kisses, and the in¬ 
creasingly sensuous caresses that always before had 
brought them together to the ecstatic peak of passionate 
love. 

Now his hands closed on her nightgown and ripped it 
off her, then reached hungrily for her breasts. She cried 
out and struck at him with her fists. She hit him several 
times with all her might but he seemed not to notice. She 
put her hands against his chest and tried to keep him 
from coming down upon her. This savage was not the 
gentle Dave she knew. This was a brutal stranger intent 
upon raping her. Her anger became wild fury and she 
fought him fiercely. But she couldn't stop him. He was 
too strong, far too strong. He spreadeagled her, dropped 
his weight upon her, invaded her so roughly that she 
cried out with pain. She lay helpless beneath him, tell¬ 
ing herself over and over that she hated him. 

Finally she sobbed, “All right. Use me. Use me—and 
pretend I'm Penny Austinl" 

And to herself she said. I'll never forgive him • • • Never! 
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SuNDAT, THE® day to visit Louise at Camp Wee-ni- 
toka, was gray and wet. Waking to the rainy morning, 
Noras spirits remained at low ebb. She got reluctantly 
from bed and went to shower her abused body. She 
dressed in a skirt, blouse and low heels, suitable clothes 
for the trip and was ready nearly two hours before Dave 
awoke. She knew that he wanted to get an early start 
but, filled with disgust for what had happened last nigh^ 
she did not awaken him. She was still determined never 
to forgive him for his mistreatment of her. 

She ate a little breakfast, then got the Sunday news^ 
paper in from the doorstep and went through it with 
nothing she read really registering. She wandered about 
the house and at last heard Dave stirring upstairs. He 
was a long time in coming down, lingering in his shower, 
over shaving and dressing. Hating to face her, she knew! 
When he finally came to the kitchen where she was fixing 
breakfast for him, he looked badly hungover and extreme¬ 
ly sheepish. 

Nothing to eat for me,” he said, ‘‘My stomach^s heav¬ 
ing, Just give me coffee ” 

In silence she poured a cup of coffee for him and then 
began putting away the breakfast things she didn't need, 
Dave sat at the table and sipped the hot black coffee. 
He kept glancing at her, trying to measure the extent 
of her displeasure. She felt that he was pretending to feel 
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worse thao he actually did feel, to play upon her sympa¬ 
thy in the hope that in pitying him she would get over 
her anger. She simply hardened her heart, reminding 
herself of the brutal way in which he had forced her to 
submit to him last night. Raped by my own husband, she 
reflected bitterly—the kind of people weVe become. She 
turned her back to hide threatened tears, 

“Nora, listen ” Dave began hesitantly, I m sorry 
about last night. You've got to overlook it, Fd had too 
many drinks and—" 

“I don't want to talk about it,” she cut in, "I don't want 
to talk with you about an3^thing. I don't even want to be 
with you today, and I wouldn't go except that I want to 
see Louise, You can make it less unpleasant by keeping 
your excuses to yourself,” 

**AU right,” he said suUdly. 'Whatever you say. Are 
you ready to leave?" 

But the angry tattoo of her spiked heels was his only 
answer as she hurried to get purse, raincoat, and the 
things she was taking to her daughter. 

The camp was only a seventy-mile drive from their 
house but because of the rain the trip took them nearly 
two hours, two endless hours of bitter silence. Dave at¬ 
tempted two or three times to break through her chill 
remoteness and, failing to get a response, he built up 
a wall of his own. His was a sulky silence and when 
sulking he always reminded Nora of a small boy denied 
some hoped-for treat. Today, however, he did not seem 
an engaging child, as he had sometimes when he was 
peeved, but rather a horrid monster of a small boy. Any¬ 
how, she decided, he was in too foul a humor for her to 
try to salve his hurt. Let him sulk, she thought; the heH 
with him. 

The visit with their daughter turned out to be far 
from rewarding. Seven-year-old Louise, too, was in a 
mood and Nora tried to blame Louise s doumess on the 
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blealt day. Actually, as lovely as Camp Wee-ni-toka was 
with the fine grounds and attractive buildings and cabins, 
the place appeared gloomy in such weather. But Nora 
had to face the fact that the other girls, most of whom 
were gathered in the crafts building, seemed happy 
enough. Only Louise seemed depressed. 

They found her sitting alone at a table with a book 
open before her, staring vacantly into space. So deep 
was she in her gloomy reverie that she did not notice 
her parents until they reached the corner where she sat 
in her loneliness. 

“Hello, darling,” Nora said, trying desperately to 
sound cheerful. “Hows mothers girl?** 

"I m all right, I guess,” Louise said, her wide gray 
eyes focusing on them. “You re late. I thought you weren't 
coming.” 

She spoke in a heavy, dispirited way, while all around 
them the other girls chattered and laughed gaily. Tbey 
sat at the table with her, and Dave, discarding his sulki¬ 
ness, tried to cheer her by talking in a forcedly amusing 
fashion. He was usually good with the child, able to 
make her happy when with her, but today she did not 
react. She remained grave, merely smiling politely. Nora 
thought: Somethings bothering her; shes no happier 
than we are* 

Nora could see little of herself in her daughter who 
had Dave's gray eyes and light brown hair. She was taH 
for her age and very thin. That, too, was inherited from 
Dave. Her temperament was also like that of her father, 
Nora suddenly realized—divining the reason for Louise's 
unhappiness. She knew that the child was slow to make 
friends, holding herself alcK)f, like Dave, she was unable 
to mix with and impress herself upon others. 

Unable to draw Louise out of her moodiness, Nora 
tried to get her to tell what caused her discontent with 
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this charming camp. Nora was positive that she knew 
but she wanted Louise to admit it, to talk about it. 

"I just don’t like it here,” the child said. “I don’t like 
the other kids. I want to go home.” 

"But, darling, this is such a pleasant place. There’s 
so much fun and things for you to do up here, and there’s 
so little for you to do at home.” She looked about the 
huge room, at the forty or more other girls. Not an¬ 
other child was alone. They were all in pairs or small 
groups. “The girls seem friendly, honey. Are you sure 
you’ve tried to be friendly with them?” 

“Well..Louise stared at her shoes, her lips pouting. 

“You see? It’s you who isn’t friendly.” 

“That’s not so. They just won’t bother with me.” 

“They would, if you bothered with them. You’ve got 
to mingle with them, join them in their games and in 
what they do. You’ve got to be-weU, more pushy.” 

“Yeah, pushy,” Dave muttered glowering. “You've got 
to be—pushy.” He sounded bitter. “You must be aggres¬ 
sive." 

Louise gazed up at him uncertainly. "Whats aggres¬ 
sive?” 

“Ask your mother,” Dave said. “She can tell you better 
than I can.” 

So it went, and the entire day was a horrible bust. 
Like all their days of late, Nora thought bleakly. She 
tried to make Louise understand that only by offering 
friendship could a person receive friendship. She talked 
for a long time and at last assured herself that she was 
getting her message across. At any rate, Louise promised 
to try to be friendly and she did not say again that she 
wanted to go home. After spending the afternoon with 
her, Dave and Nora talked to her counselor. Miss Le- 
land, who seemed understanding and sympathetic. Miss 
Leland said that she was aware Louise did not easily 
make friends, so she was making a special effort to get 



PARTY WIVES 67 

the child to associate more with the other girls of her 
age group. She promised to single out one or two girls 
to make friendly overtures to Louise and perhaps that 
would help her get over her shyness. They were not to 
worry about their daughterj Miss Leland told them. 

But as they drove home through the rain, Nora did 
worry. And Dave burst out, “We should have brought her 
along. Damn it, the kid isnt happy there."* 

Nora broke her wall of silence long enough to take a 
stand against that. “We certainly should not have done 
any such thing,” she said finnly. “Even if she is a little 
unhappy at the moment, the camp"s good for her. Shell 
learn, somehow, that she must make an effort to win the 
attention of others ” 

“Sure,” Dave said, turning sulky again, “She*s got to 
learn to be pushy—aggressive. We can*t have her growing 
up to be a Mr. Milquetoast, like her old man ” 

Nora chose not to reply. 

They stopped for dinner at a roadside restaurant and 
arrived home shortly after eight o*clock. Though it was 
still early, neither one suggested going out or having 
someone in for the evening, Dave fixed a drink and sat 
down to watch television, Nora settled down with a best 
seller she had read halfway through, but as her thoughts 
wandered, the printed words became meaningless. Lou- 
ises’s discontent was one thing more for her to worry 
about. Maybe Dave was right; maybe they should have 
brought her home. It seemed that she didn’t know what 
was the right thing to do any more. She was all fouled up. 

" And so was everything else. 

At nine o clock she went upstairs and prepared for bed. 
While in the bathroom, she swallowed a sleeping pill. 
She debated a moment, took a second pill and went into 
the guest room where she opened the bed, then locked 
the door. There, she told herself, that will show him. She 
was not going to be raped tonight 
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For a while, she thought the pills were not going to 
work. Her mind was racing, worrying about so many 
things, that she doubted if anything could slow it down. 
And abruptly she felt herself relax and grow drowsy. 

She slept soundly, and overslept. It was nearly nine 
o'clock when she groggily unlocked the door and trudged 
into the bedroom—the bedroom that she and Dave had 
shared-to look at the clock on the night table between 
the twin beds. The masters bedroom for now, she 
thought bitterly. Well, the lord and master could have it 
all to himself for quite a while. 

Dave was gone, of course. His empty bed was so badly 
rumpled that she knew he had had a bad night. She 
washed and dressed and the morning was as bright and 
cheerful as yesterday had been dark and dreary. Not that 
tlie state of the weather could change her feelings. 

The phone rang, Mrs. Jensen was calling to explain 
why she had not come to work today, 

“My daughter is sick,” she said, “and Tve got to take 
care of her and her three little ones. Tm sorry to let you 
down like this, Mrs. Osborne, but this is an emergency ” 
Nora told her that was all right, and not to worry. 
Putting down the phone, she thought that Mrs. Jensen s 
absence today was just as well, Nora would have a chance 
to get used to doing her own cooking and cleaning again, 
as she would have to do when she moved away from 
Wilshire Heights. She would not be able to afEord help 
after Dave no longer had the vice-president's duties and 
salary. 

She went downstairs to the kitchen where she sipped 
a glass of orange juice while the cofifee perked. Even after 
two cups of coffee, she felt fuzzy-headed from the sleep¬ 
ing pills and decided that a walk about the garden might 
be good. Wandering about, she noticed that something 
had been nibbling at the rose bushes and she made a 
mental note to spray them later. She could do some weed- 
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ing, too. Weeds were coming up through the cocoa bean 
hulls that their one-day-a-week gardener used for mulch. 
She spent an hour in the sun, hoping its warmth would 
lift her spirits. But it did not help and she felt like cry¬ 
ing when she returned to the house. She did not want 
to move from here. She could not—just could not—give 
up the place. 

The phone rang again, and this time Brandon Hoyt s 
now familiar voice said^ ^Good morning, Nora. How are 
you? Have you recovered from the effects of the Sunder- 
sens* partyp' 

"YeSj I have,** she said, her voice sounding stiff and 
unnatural, “I'm fine ” 

“Good. And you can make it for twelve-thirty?^ 

She tensed. Her hand ached from gripping the tele¬ 
phone so tightly- “No, I can't make it Im sorry, but I 
just can t** 

“Try,” he said, his voice soft as a caress and somehow 
hypnotic, “Try, Nora.” 

“Well, all right,” she said, her voice still sounding 
strange to her own ears. “But I'm afraid I'll end up dis¬ 
appointing you,” 

“I hope you wont," he told her. “Goodbye for now, 
Nora.” 

He broke the connection, and Nora quickly put down 
the phone as though it were an extension of his person 
and could do her harm. She stood in a trance, gripped 
by the unsettling thought that no real harm could come 
of her meeting him for lunch. Some good might come 
of it. She might be able to convince him that Dave should 
have that vice-presidency. 

She glanced at the wall clock. Eleven-ten, She hadn't 
much time to dress and drive up to the Lakeview Inn 
at Crystal Lake. Still in a trancelike state but hurrying, 
she went upstairs. She entered the bathroom and started 
the water running into the tub. She would have to look 
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her very best. She would have to make a good impres¬ 
sion upon him. 

Then, removing her clothes, she thought with some¬ 
thing akin to despair; Heaven help me, Tm going to meet 
a man. And Penny Austin s phrase came to her; man 
who—who wants me for a playmatep 



7 

Crystal Lake was io the mountains, a thirty-five mile 
drive, and Lakeview Inn, a resort hotel, stood on a bluff 
at the lakes eastern end. Nora arrived late. The time by 
the clock on the station wagon s instrument board was 
twelve forty-five when she pulled into the Imi*s parking 
area. She had driven slowly, even though she realized 
that she would be late. And now she sat for a moment in 
the car, not sure that she wanted to keep her date with 
Brandon Hoyt. 

She knew what he wanted of her and he might have 
already made arrangements, A room for the afternoon 
here at the Inn, Cocktails and lunch, and then the room 
p , , No, she wouldn't do it. She simply couldn't go that 
far, even i£ be promised to back Dave for the vice-presi¬ 
dency. 

So convinced, she got from the station wagon and 
climbed the three flights of stone steps leading to the 
hotel atop the bluff. She had been here a number of times 
for Sunday dinners with Dave, The place was pleasant 
with a magnificent view of the lake, the cottages dotting 
the shores and the forested slopes. But today, lost in 
tiroubled thought, Nora had no eye for the view. 

She entered the lobby and thought that the desk clerk, 
who smiled and nodded, must sense that she was there 
for an assignation. That was fooUsh, of course. How 
could he imagine that? He did not know her* 
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She crossed the lobby and entered the dining room 
where most of the tables were occupied and told the 
hostess that she was joining a friend. A quick glance 
about the room showed her that Brandon was not there. 

‘Ill try the cx>cktail lounge, thank you ” she told the 
hostess. 

Brandon Hoyt was one of a half-dozen people sitting 
at the bar. He got from his stool at sight of her, smiling 
with pleasure. 

"'Pd about given you up," he said. "‘But the waiting 
has turned out to be worthwhile. You look wonderful, 
Nora" 

She murmured, a little self-consciously, *'Thank you, 
Brandon,” and managed to smile for him. She knew that 
she looked less than wonderful. She was not beautiful 
and hardly glamorous but at least she did look her best. 
She was wearing for the first time her new gold cotton 
dress with a flared skirt, and it became her. Dave had 
not even seen it yet. 'Tm sorry Tm late,” she went on. “I 
had a bit of trouble making up my mind to come." 

*Why, for pete s sake?" 

*Well, this is all so new to me." 

‘'I see " he said. ‘Well, maybe I can make it easy for 
you. A drink will help. Would you like to have it at the 
bar or in the dining room? Vm already one up on you, by 
the way.” 

She said she would prefer her drink in the dining 
room and then, when they were seated and the wait¬ 
ress came, she asked for a frozen daiquiri. Brandon had 
started with a martini at the bar and now ordered an¬ 
other. 

Once she began sipping the daiquiri she felt relaxed 
and even managed to tell herself that it was going to be 
all right, that she could handle him. She would merely 
say no about the room upstairs, 

“Feeling better now?" he asked, smiling directly at her. 
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For an older man^ she thought that he was strikingly 
handsome. When he smiled, he had all the charm in 
the world. And certainly he was no ogre, 

“Much better,” she told him. “Of course, Tm scared 
to death that someone we know will see us." 

“The chances of that are small,” he said, "None of our 
crowd comes here. That’s why I chose it. But look 
around if you want to, and reassure yourself,” 

‘There’s only one person here who knows me,” Hoyt 
said, after Nora could see no one even remotely familiar, 
“That’s Jim Matthews' ex-wife and she won't mention 
seeing me. She and I are old friends, so were safe. By 
the way, Tve arranged to be away from the oflSce all 
afternoon.” 

Nora felt a quick thrust of alarm, but again she told 
herself that she could say no when the moment of de¬ 
cision arrived. 

After they had finished their drinks, Hoyt summoned 
their waitress, "We’ll have refills, please,” he told her* 
"But we’U order lunch first,” 

She brought their drinks a moment later and shortly 
arrived with their food, a chefs salad for Nora and 
Hoyfs cold-cut platter. By then Nora was wondering how 
she could bring up the subject of the vice-presidency. 
She wished Hoyt would give her an opening. 

He said, “How about you? Must you hurry back to 
town?” 

“Well , . . Not too soon,” 

“Good, rd hoped you’d have time to go out on the 
lake. I’ve a friend who has a small boat I can use ” 

That seemed harmless enough, Nora decided. Appar¬ 
ently he had no intention of suggesting that they go to 
a room here at the Inn. He would not move that fast, 
she thought, reassured. He will wait until the second 
time to make a pass, but—surprise—there would be no 
second time. 
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As they had their coffee, Nora still sought a way to 
mention the vice-presidency, convinced now that Hoyt 
would not bring it up. At last, she decided to plunge in. 

She said, "Brandon, there's something I want to dis- 
cuss—seriously” 

"ohr 

"You'll probably think me out of order.” 

He shook his head. “Never you, Nora ” 

That gave her courage and she continued. She told 
him how much the vice-presidency meant to both Dave 
and her. She tried to make him see that Dave's experi¬ 
ence made him the man best qualified for the office. He 
listened, an expression of sympathetic concern on his 
face. 

“I agree that Dave can handle the job fairly well,” 
he said. “But he doesn't impress me as having the all- 
around ability to be an executive officer of a firm as big 
as Worden-Forbes.” 

“He lacks only aggressiveness, Brandon ” 

"An absolutely essential quality in a key executive.” 

"He'd have more self-confidence—and Oierefore be 
more aggressive—if he got the job.” 

"You may be right, but I still have my doubts.” 

"Your friend. General Wyman, hasn't had Dave's ex¬ 
perience” 

“His contacts would more than offset that.” 

“Then your mind is made up?” 

He did not reply at once but studied her in a specula¬ 
tive fashion. Fmally he said, "Not so completely that it 
couldn't be changed. The general is a good friend, but 
I'm not exactly in love with him. We'll talk about it 
some more when we're out on the lake.” He gave her 
one of his most charming smiles, “ril give you the 
chance to change my mind. Fair enough?' 

“Fair enough,” Nora said, smiling back at him. 

He stopped in the cocktail lounge, leaving her in the 
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lobby and soon he reappeared with a Thermos bottle 
of maitinis he had asked the barman to mix for him, 
“Well need refreshments out on the water,'’ he said. 
They descended the steps to the parking area and 
there he explained that the boat was at a cottage on the 
other side of the lake. He suggested that they go in 
their separate cars, he leading the way. His car was a 
blue Cadillac and she followed it in her station wagon, 
across the high bridge spanning the end of the lake. They 
drove along the north shore road, passing attractive cot¬ 
tages, and at last they turned in the driveway of an 
elaborate summer home built of stone, redwood and 
glass, and parked their cars alongside it. There was no 
other car about and no one seemed to be at home. The 
boat was tied up at a small pier. 

“Well change into swim suits and realiy get some sun,” 
Hoyt said. “Maybe swim a little ” 

“But I haven’t a suit along.” 

'Ill get you one inside. Come along ” 

She held back, gripped by uneasiness. “Brandon, is 
this your cottage?” 

He shook his head. “It belongs to a lawyer named Bob 
Newman. He’s a bachelor who usually has a bevy of 
girls up here for weekends. So he keeps extra swim suits 
on hand for emergencies. We’ll change and leave on the 
boat right away.” He sensed her indecision and added 
pointedly, “You want the chance to convince me tliat I 
should back Dave for that job, don’t you?^ 

Now she knew. He made it clear that his plans for 
her were made and that he would see them through un¬ 
less she was willing to spoil everything for Dave and 
for herself, as well. She had played into his hands by 
mentioning the vice-presidency* She could still back out, 
of course, but— 

He said, “Coming, Nora?” 

“Yes. Yes, Tm coming ” 
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With that she admitted to herself that she would go 
as far as he wanted her to go—even the whole way. She 
could not do otherwise with so much at stake. With 
Dave s whole future, her own future, in the balance. 
*^esy” she said again in a choked-up voice* “fm com- 

* n 

mg. 
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The swim suit was two skimpy pieces of green material, 
a bikini. 

In the bedroom where she had come to change, Nora 
felt rebellious for a moment. She would not go through 
with it. It was all so-so sordid. And shoddy. His want¬ 
ing her to wear such a thing, his thinking he could have 
her. During that moment, she thought seriously of walk¬ 
ing out on him. But it passed, for she remembered what 
he could do for her—for Dave, Slowly, feeling foolish 
and ashamed, she undressed and put on the two tiny 
pieces of cloth that were supposed to be a swim suit 

He called to her, asking if she were about ready. 

She went out to the living room, feeling more naked 
than she ever had felt in all her life. He was in brief 
swim trunks, his exposed body deeply tanned and hard¬ 
muscled. He handed her a plastic swim cap, saying that 
she would need it if they decided to go into the water. 
He also held his thermos of martinis, a pack of cigarettes, 
a lighter, and a rolled beach towel. 

“Nora, you're as lovely as I knew you would be ” he 
said, his gaze moving slowly and intimately over her 
body. 

"And I'm also as embarrassed as anyone could possibly 
be," she said. "IVe never worn one of these things be¬ 
fore" 

“It becomes you." 
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“In an overexposed sort of way, perhaps.** 

“YouVe no reason to be self-conscious, believe me,” 
he said. “Shall we be on our way?** 

They went outside and down to the twenty-foot boat 
with its green canvas canopy amidships and twin out¬ 
board motors at the stem. He cast off the lines fore and 
aft, then started the motors. She seated herself beneath 
the canopy as he took the wheel and eased the boat out 
into the lake. 

Other boats were out on the water, most of them sail* 
ing about the lakes east end. They headed west and 
soon passed through a narrow channel between the shore 
and an island. In the distance only two other boats were 
in sight on this part of the lake. Few cottages stood along 
the shore here and soon Nora saw none at all. After per¬ 
haps another mile they went through another narrow 
channel also formed by an island dose to the shore. Be¬ 
yond this second channel, the lake narrowed from about 
a mile across to about a hundred yards and this water 
they had all to themselves. The wooded slopes were 
steep here, rising directly from the water. There was 
no space for cottages in this wild and primitive spot. 

Hoyt put in at a small island, dense with trees and 
brush. He cut the outboards, jumped ashore with a line, 
pulled the boat in, then tied the line to a tree irunk. The 
journey had taken only a few minutes but to Nora this 
quiet spot seemed as remote as another world. 

Coming back aboard, Hoyt asked, “Like it?** 

“Its lovely—but so lonely.” 

“The loneliness is what I like about it,” he said, un¬ 
screwing the top of the thermos bottle. “Once in a while 
I like to go off alone ” 

“Alone?" Nora said. 

He grinned. “Alone—with someone like you ” 

“And you often come here with someone like me?** 
He shook his head. “Not often.” He took two of the 
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cups from the nest in the bottle’s cap, poured martinis 
into them. Handing her one drink, he said, “Not often, 
and not for a long time.” 

She did not believe that. He was too much at home at 
the Inn, at the cottage, in this boat. His manner with 
her was too easy, too casual. He did this often and no 
doubt had done it recently. With whom, she wondered. 

“To us,” he said, raising his drink to her. ‘To us in 
our island paradise.” 

She drank with him, wondering what the martini on 
top of the two daiquiris would do to her. She took an¬ 
other sip, looking at him over the rim of the cup. He 
was an extremely handsome male, she had to admit. But 
could she give herself to him? She had always firmly 
believed tliat it would be impossible for her to give her¬ 
self to any man but Dave. Now she did not know. She 
might panic at the last moment. Certainly she would 
not enjoy it. The martini along with the daiquiris was 
doing things to her. She felt lightheaded; her vision was 
a bit fuzzy, 

“How about a swimr Hoyt asked. 

"Why not?" she said, glad of the opportunity to put 
off the moment of decision a while longer. 

She donned the plastic cap, went aft with him, then 
lowered herself over the side. The water here was only 
up to her hips but a little distance off shore it was quite 
deep. They swam side by side for perhaps fifty yards, 
then Nora knowing her limitations as a swimmer, turned 
back. He came after her, taking her in his arms when 
they were midway to the boat. They went under to¬ 
gether. then broke surface and treaded water. His arras 
remained about her, holding her body to his. He kissed 
her lightly and she laughed and slipped her arms about 
his neck. She returned the kiss. They went under again 
and their mouths were still locked together when they 
surfaced. They parted, gasping and laughing. 
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After they had gotten their breath back, Hoyt reached 
for her again. This time he ran his hands exploringly 
over her body and strangely she did not mind. It was al¬ 
most as though he were fondling someone else, while 
Nora stood off to one side as an interested spectator. 
Suddenly he said, his voice taut, “Let's go ashore ” 
They swam to shallow water and waded to the small 
beach. She removed the plastic cap and ran her fingers 
through her hair* He went aboard the boat for the mar¬ 
tinis, cigarettes and beach toweh then led her through 
the brush and trees to a tiny clearing. He spread the 
beach towel and they seated themselves upon it* Filling 
the two plastic cups again, he handed her one, 

“I really shouldn't," she protested. “I have a low toler¬ 
ance for liquor," 

“Just this one” he insisted. 

She sipped just that one; then, with an almost total 
sense of unreality about herself and what was happening 
to her, she stretched out on the towel. He lay beside her, 
smiling faintly, his hand on her bare midriff. She felt 
herself shudder at the contact, but she told herself that 
the touch of his fingers was not so bad. Not wanting to 
look at him, she closed her eyes. 

His hand caressed her for a time, then his fingers be¬ 
gan working at the knot holding the strip of green cloth 
about her bosom* Soon the knot came untied, and he 
brushed aside the cloth, baring her breasts. He fondled 
them, caressing and kissing them repeatedly, while she 
kept her eyes closed, silently telling herself that this 
was happening to someone else. Aided by the drinks, she 
was almost able to convince herself of that. 

After a time, he removed the lower part of the foolish 
bikini and bared all of her to his eyes, hands and lips. 
He began to stroke her thighs, and she, feeling suddenly 
tormented, began to squirm uncontrollably. She knew 
now. She was discovering that it was possible to enjoy the 
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caresses of a man for whom she felt no real affection at 
all This was pure lust, sex without any relationship to 
love, but it was no less enjoyable. She was fully aroused 
now, 

“Brandon,” she gasped, parting her thighs, “PleaseF 

He laughed softly, took his hands off her. She cried 
out with a shock, the pleasant shock, of his penetra- 
tion. She wrapped her arms tightly about him and as 
of its own volition her body shared the rhythmic motion 
of his. He did not hurry. Indeed, it was a prolonged 
union. But it seemed aO too short for her. She reached 
ecstatic fulfillment much too soon, and then, a moment 
later, he was experiencing the same tremendous ex¬ 
plosive sensation. She held him even more tightly, want¬ 
ing to enjoy with him every convulsive spasm. 

Afterward, when his body was gone from hers, Nora 
lay there limply in an emotional calm, feeling physically 
spent and mentally inert. When she began to think, she 
marveled at herself. She had actually enjoyed it, which 
proved that she had not really known herself until this 
moment 

For a brief interval she was nagged by guilt. Then 
that, too, passed when she told herself that she had given 
her body to this man beside her for the best purpose in 
the world for any woman—to help her husband, to keep 
their home intact, and to assure their own and their 
daughter's future. 

She recalled having read somewhere that after in¬ 
fidelity women were less bothered by their conscience 
than men. She now believed that to be true and was 
grateful for her own sake as well as that of all other 
women. She could return home to Dave and put this 
out of her mind. What had happened that afternoon 
was done and could not be undone, and she was sure 
that some good was bound to come of it. 

If any part of the affair would continue to bother her, 
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that would be the fact that she had enjoyed it so much* 
That troubled her even now* Uneasily, she wondered 
if she was by nature a—well, another Penny Austin. 

The man who bad been her lover, her extremely ac¬ 
complished lover, raised himself on an elbow so that he 
could look down into her face* 

“Another drink?'* he asked* "A cigarette?'* 

“No, thanks. Nothing*'* 

“Are you all right?” 

Wery much all right.” 

“No regrets?” 

“Not a one” 

“Did I please you?” 

“Yes. Oh, yes!” 

He laughed softly, said, “We'll get along, you and L” 

She looked up into his eyes* “Does that mean what I 
hope it does? That you'll back Dave for the vice-presi¬ 
dency?” 

“As I told you,” he replied, “I'm not exactly in love 
with General Lyle Wyman. Want to go to the 

cottage?” 

She said she did, because that seemed to be what he 
wanted. She rose to her knees and put on the no-longer 
ridiculous bikini. He gathered the things they had 
brought with them, and they returned to the boat. On 
the way across the lake she was both glad and sorry it 
was over. Glad because it should not have happened* 
And sorry because, like all stolen fruit, it had been so 
enjoyable. 

When they tied up at the pier before the cottage, 
Nora noticed a small boat motionless in the middle of 
the lake. As she gazed toward it, there was a dazzling 
reflection of sunlight from some bright object held by 
one of the people in the craft* She wondered if someone 
were spying upon Brandon and her through binociilars 
and the lenses had caused the reflection* But that could 
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hardly be, she assured herself, since no one had known 
she was coming here, and certainly Brandon would not 
have told anyone. Anyway, the boat now got underway 
and headed for the opposite shore. She promptly forgot 
it as Brandon patted her on the backside and told her 
to come along to the cottage* 

Once inside, she went directly to the bedroom and re¬ 
moved the bikini. She had left the door open—privacy 
between them seemed unwarranted now—and Hoyt came 
in as she was hooking her bra after donning her panties. 
*'Youre dressing?** he asked, sounding surprised, 

She looked at him uncertainly. **Aren’t you?** 

“Well, I*d thought we could have each other again 
here,” he said. “After all, it*s still early—only three-thirty " 
He grinned at her. “Don't you want to do it again?*^ 

She hadn't thought of it, but she said, “I want what¬ 
ever you want. I want to please you, Brandon ” 

“Then come to bed with me" 

Excitement instantly took hold of her. She slipped 
off the bra and removed her panties. They lay in each 
others arms, facing each other, in no hurry this time* 
They kissed lingeringly. 

After a time, Nora asked, 'Tell me, why did you want 
me when you re married to such a beautiful woman?” 

“Why, indeed?** he mused, “WeO, I*m like a lot of 
men when they grow older. I have a yen for younger 
women. Even though Julia is a good wife, has given 
me a son and made my home life comfortable, it s not 
quit© enough. You see, when I was a young man all my 
sexual experiences were with older—middle-aged—wom¬ 
en. I was almost thirty before I bedded a woman my 
own age. I missed out on youth, so I crave it now,” 

“Why was that?** Nora asked, genuinely interested* 

“Td have to tell you the story of my Me,” he said, 
laughing. “And that would bore you,” 
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*‘No, not at all. Tell me.** 

He moved away, sat up, reached for cigarettes. He lit 
two and handed one to her. 

Then: '1 was young during the depression. That 
doesn't mean much to you. Only people my age or older 
remember the really hard times. There could be no col¬ 
lege for me and there was no decent job either. My fa¬ 
ther was an unemployed machinist. We were on relief. 
Rudy Vallee was singing about prosperity being just 
around the comer, but he didn't say which comer, 

“I did any kind of work I could find. Odd jobs mostly 
and for what wouldn't even be tip money these days. I 
spent most of my time at the Y.M.C.A,, at poolhalls, at 
the library. In winter, I was always glad when it snowed. 
The deeper, the better, because Td take a shovel and 
go out looking for sidewalks to clean off—for a few cents. 
One night—a Saturday night, I remember—there was a 
heavy snowfall, but I didn't get many shoveling jobs. 
Too many men and kids were out for the work. Td earned 
only thirty-five cents when I happened by the house of a 
teacher I'd had in high school. 

‘This Miss Anders was about forty-five, a stout and 
rather homely woman. She was shoveling her own walk, 
as most people did. I stopped, asked if she remembered 
me. She said she did. Flattered me to heU by saying 
she remembered me as the best-looking boy she'd ever 
had in any of her classes. For that, I helped her clean 
hex walk. When we were finished, she asked if fd like 
a cup of coffee and some cookies. 

“I took her up on that—I was always a little hungry. 
She lived alone in a big old house that she'd inherited 
from her parents. Her home was pleasant, nicely fur¬ 
nished. The picture I got was that here was a well-off 
old maid. She had the house free and clear, I was sure. 
I knew her salary was about two thousand a year, which 
was big money in those days. While I sat in her warm 
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Idtcheo, I began to get an idea—especially when she 
kept questioning me if I had a regular girl or went out 
at all with girk. I remembered reading at the library 
a biography of Benjamiii Franklin. In it was some ad¬ 
vice the old boy had given young men, advice about 
women. His idea was that older women could be very 
romantic^and very appreciative. From her interest in my 
nonexistent love-life, I thought that Miss Anders had 
an itch—possibly one she hadn t even admitted to her¬ 
self. I decided to find out if she had. I thought—hoped— 
I might satisfy the itch if there was one and she might, 
in return, be appreciative to the tone of a few bucks ” 

As Hoyt paused to take a puff on his dgarette, Nora 
said, “And she turned out to have an itch?" 

He nodded. was ten o'clock, which must have 
seemed late to her. But she invited me into the living 
room to listen to the radio. When the program was over 
she asked if I had to go home or if I could stay longer. 
I dedded to force matters, so I looked her straight in 
the eye and told her there was nothing to keep me from 
staying all night if I wanted, 

“She got the message—complete. And we didn’t listen 
to any more radio. We were both virgins, but, . , Well, 
we made out fine. The next morning the temperature 
was down to zero outside and we stayed in bed. We got 
up only to eat and to throw coal into the furnace. By 
evening I was worn to a fraEzle but she begged me to 
stay. She'd give me ten dollars, she said. I stayed and 
in the morning when she got up to go to church I 
kept on sleeping. When she got home we spent the rest 
of the day as we’d spent Saturday. 

“It ended up a regular thing, with my coming around 
three or four nights a week. And once a week she^d 
give me ten dollars. I really had it made. I gave some 
of the money at home, used the rest for clothes I badly 
needed. Then I heard about a job open at a third-rate 
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movie house. I went around to see the man who owned 
the theater. He turned out to be a lush and the job 
turned out to be that of combination janitor and ticket 
taker. It paid seventeen a week. I took the job, even 
though I would have to work nights and give up my 
soft snap with Miss Anders.'* 

“How did she take your quitting her?” Nora asked. 

“Oh, I sold her to a pal of mine ” 

“Sold her?” Nora was aghast. 

Hoyt chuckled. “For seven bucks. He was as hard 
up as I was and so I thought of fixing it up for him with 
the schoolmarm—for a price. He said he could dig up 
seven dollars, so I bought a bottle of cheap wine and 
took him around to see her. She was all broken up, 
didn't like the idea at all. But I opened the wine and 
in a little while she was happy again. It was a going- 
away party for me, a welcome party for him, and a 
change-of-paoe party for her.” 

Nora thought about it for a little while, smiling 
amusedly, ‘*Tell me," she said finally, “did you and your 
pal both have her that night?” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“What a Casanova you were ” 

‘Were?” 

“Are,” she corrected herself. Then: “Was there another 
older woman after your schoolmarm?” 

“Another—and more” he said. "The movie house 
where I worked was really run by the owner's wife, since 
he was a drunk. She was a good-looking woman of about 
forty. And a smart one. She booked the films, checked 
out the cash every night, kept the books, made out the 
payroll, kept me and the other employees on our toes. 
Her husband spent most of his time in a nearby bar, but 
he always showed up—dead drunk more often than not— 
just before closing time. Sometimes he was so stoned 
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that I would have to help her get him to their apartment 
Even help her undress him, 

“I got the same idea about her that Td had about the 
schoolteacherj figuring that a lush wasn't much good 
in the sex department. One night I made my pitch, 
knowing I would lose my job if I was wrong about her* 
We’d dumped him on the bed and she was pulling off 
his clothes, bending over him, I laid my hand on her 
derriere. She jumped about a foot, then swung around 
and stared at me* I just looked at her. Like Miss Anders, 
she got the message. After getting her husband settled 
for the night, she turned out the light and we went into 
the hall, I started toward the living room, but she told 
me—sounding angry—to come with her. 

“She led me into the other bedroom, took off her 
clothes, lay on the bed. 'All right, Hoyt,’ she said. Tou 
asked for it. Now see if you know what to do with it/ 
“After that I got tweniy-five dollars instead of seven¬ 
teen in ray pay envelope each week. But that didn’t 
last. After a couple of months the husband suddenly 
went on the wagon and I got fired.” 

“How sad ” Nora said, laughing. “Did you find anotlier 
middle-aged woman to pay your way after that?” 

“That was when I wised up ” Hoyt said, “By now 
I knew that old Ben Franklin s advice was sound and I 
figured that if older women were such soft touches, I 
might as well make working them my profession* Stud 
service, I guess you could call it* The idea I got then 
was to go where there were such women with real 
money* The answer was Florida—Palm Beach. So I 
hitch-hiked south* It paid off, even though my first 
job was that of bus boy in a restaurant* In time I became 
friendly with three well-to-do women, one a divorcee 
and the other two Mddows, One really set me up, gave 
me a start in life. Every couple of months she would 
give me a certificate for a hundred shares of stock m a 
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manufacturing firm in Pittsburgh. The stock was worth 
only a little more than a dollar a share at the time, but 
ten years later, I sold it at thirty-two. And I had seven¬ 
teen hundred shares,” 

Hoyt smiled wryly. “Older women were my meat, back 
then, but now I need young stuff." 

He took Nora’s cigarette, dropped it and his own in 
an ashtray on the bedside table, then reached for her. 

“We’re wasting time, talking,” he said, rolling her onto 
her back and forcing her thighs apart. 
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This time, after tliey had finished, Hoyt immediately 
left her and went to the room where he had left hi^ 
clotlies. He retyjmed fully dressed while she had only 
gotten into her slip. He lit a cigarette and gazed at her 
dispassionately and she sensed that he was impatient to 
get away from her. For her part, Nora felt drained 
and dispirited. Their love-making had been one time 
too many, she thought. They should have parted after 
returning from the island. Then the memory would have 
remained warm and pleasant. 

Quickly she finished dressing, touched up her lips, 
ran her comb through her hair, tlien said, “All right, 
1 m ready to go,” 

They left the cottage, Hoyt making sure the door was 
locked behind him. Walking to their cars, they seemed 
as remote from each other as mere acquaintances, with 
nothing ever having been shared between them. To 
Nora came the unhappy feeling that she was but one 
of a long parade of women in his extramarital life. The 
thought depressed her* 

Reaching his car and opening the door, he said, “Well, 
it was fun, FH call you again soon.” 

She could not tell from his tone whether or not he 
meant that. At the moment she hoped he did not. How 
she would feel about it later, she could not guess, 

“You U keep your promise?” she asked. “You'll back 
Dave for the vice*presidency?" 
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“Of course” he said and got in behind the wheel 
“Don't worry about that" 

He started the Cadillac's motor, put the car into 
motion. She went to her station wagon as he turned 
about in the driveway. He waved as he drove past, then 
he was gone. 

She sat for a moment, unsure of him. Still, he had said 
he would keep his promise. He had told her not to 
worry. His abrupt departure meant nothing except that 
he had had enough of her—as she had of him—for the 
time being. Manlike, he would want her again and in 
wanting her again he would keep his promise. She 
would see to that. The next time he wanted to arrange 
an assignation, she would simply insist upon some 
assurance that he was dropping General Wyman and 
backing Dave, She would not give in to him again untd 
she had that assurance. 

She started the motor, turned the station wagon and 
drove away from the cottage. She saw nothing of the 
blue Cadillac when she reached the road. He was in 
a hurry to get back to tovm. She, too, should be hurrying 
for it was four-fifteen by the clodc on the dash. She must 
get home and start making dinner before Dave got there; 
otherwise, he would question her about where she'd 
been. 

But she did not hurry. Her mind was too fiDed with un¬ 
easy thoughts for her to drive at a high speed. She found 
that her conscience was going to bother her, after all, and 
she felt ashamed, guilty. And, too, she worried: What if 
I've played the role of whore for nothing? She had played 
it so well that certainly she should not be dieated out 
of her payment. The things she had done. She had wal¬ 
lowed in sex with Brandon that second time. She still had 
the feel of him in her nervous system. She had his male 
odor in her nostrils, his male taste in her mouth. She did 
not like herself very much at that moment. 
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By the time she was midway to town her spirits lifted 
somewhat because of the remembrance that Penny Aus¬ 
tin had won Bert his promotion by having an affair 
with Mark Hammond. Since Mark Hammond had kept 
his word to Penny, was there not a good chance that 
Brandon Hoyt would keep his word to her? 

Hes got to, she thought. He inustl 
At ten minutes past five she ran the station wagon 
into the garage. Dave would be home in another twenty 
minutes and she would have to make herself busy in the 
kitchen since Mrs. Jensen was not there to prepare 
dinner. Nora would have to appear busy—and innocent— 
so that Dave would not ask how her day had been 
and what she had been doing. Entering the house, 
she wished tliere were time for a bath. She had the 
foolish notion that Dave would be able to see that she 
was ... well, soiled. A leisurely bath would be the most 
wonderful thing in the world right now. She could wash 
away the taint of her infidelity, symbolically at least. 

The phone began to ring as she entered the kitchen. 
She hurried to answer: ^HelloF" 

“Nora," came her husbands voice, "I won't be home 
until late. Same men from the Richmond plant are here 
and Bart Austin and I are elected to take them to dinner, 
ifU probably be pretty late.” 

She remembered last night and her sleeping in the 
guest room but knew that she could no longer punish 
him. After what she had done today, she could never 
again be peeved at any annoying thing Dave might do. 

"It's all right," she said, no trace of a chill in her voice, 
“Mrs. Jensen isn't here, and IVe not even begun to 
make dinner;’ 

“You’re not stiU sore?" he asked, sounding surprised. 
“Of course not" 

“No guest room tonight?" 

“No, darling " 
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*'Gock 1,'* he said, ''Well. I hope I wont be too late. 
I'll try to ditch these Richmond characters early. 'Bye 
now.'^ 

She put down the phone with a vast sense of relief. 
She had dreaded to face him so soon and now she had a 
reprieve; time enough, at least, to get herself in hand 
before he got home. 

Upstairs she ran water into the tub, adding soap for 
a bubble bath and she remained soaking for a long 
half-hour, literally scrubbing herself pink. After towel¬ 
ing herself briskly, she put on lounging pajamas, combed 
her hair and carefuUy made up her face so that she would 
look attractive to Dave. She would love him tonight. 
Her mind was made up to that, tired though she was. 
Tired? She was half-dead. She could not understand why 
Brandon had exhausted her so much more than Dave 
usually did. Had she given more of herself? 

She went downstairs and made coffee and a cheese- 
and-ham-on-rye sandwich. After that skimpy dinner she 
went to the living room and sat down with the novel 
she had been reading for the past week, but read only 
a few pages when her eyes grew heavy. To keep awake, 
she put the book aside and turned on the television. She 
watched two programs, then lay on the sofa. 

She would not sleep she told herself; she would just rest 
for a while. But she did sleep, and did not wake up un¬ 
til Dave got home and shook her by the shoulder. 

•What time is it?” she asked drowsily. 

"Nearly one, honey.” 

"One!” 

"Things ended up with a lousy poker game,” Dave saicL 
"I lost thirty-two dollars, besides wasting the whole 
evening. Better come to bed, Nora.” 

She got up from the sofa, trying to stifle a yawn that 
would not be stifled. "Oh, dam; I did so want to be wide 
awake for you, Dave,” she said. 
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She went upstairs, changed into a nightgown, opened 
her bed and got into it, Dave came up a moment later, 
after turning out the lights and locking up. 

She said, "I was going to do it tonight, but now I 
don’t think I can ” 

“Tomorrow night, honey 

“Yes. Kiss me now, before I doze off7 

He bent over her, kissed her. 

She was happy then, happy in spite of what had 
happened. Or maybe because of it. For now, she told 
herself, Dave was going to be named to that vice-presi' 
dency and everything would be all right 

They overslept in the morning and there was a frantic 
rush when they woke up and discovered how late it 
was. He had a nine o’clock appointment. He gulped 
the orange juice she had fixed for him but skipped the 
rest of the breakfast. He kissed her and left. 

Despite not having him at all last evening and only 
briefly this morning, Nora felt surprisingly happy. She 
fixed breakfast for herself and ate more than she should 
have for her figure s sake. After eating, she put a stack of 
show-tune records on the hi-fi and then, with music 
to brighten her mood even more, she went upstairs to 
dress, make the beds, tidy up the bedroom and bathroom* 
She spent a pleasant day, one umnterrupted either by 
the telephone or callers. She dusted and mopped the 
whole house, worked in the garden; dien drove to the 
shopping center to buy steaks for dinner* She wrote a 
little letter to Louise, reminding the child to be a friendly 
person. She drove back to the shopping center to mail 
the letter, so that it would still go out today. Returning 
home, she bathed and dressed for Dave's arrival, still two 
hours off, wearing an outfit she herseff did not care for 
but one she knew that Dave especially liked*—a low- 
necked green blouse and a straight beige skirt 
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She had made a mistake in buying the outfit really, for 
the blouse was too snug for her ample breasts and the 
skirt too tight for her very well rounded hips. Surveying 
herself in the full-length muror on the bathroom door, 
she saw that the outfit revealed as much as it covered. 
Her breasts were separately outlined in two sizable 
mounds, while the shape of her buttocks was brazenly 
molded. She decided that she looked like a movie ac¬ 
tress playing the part of a cheap floozie. But that was 
what Dave Uked about this combination and she wanted 
to please him» Moreover, she wanted to feel that she was 
seducing him. 

All day, even while busying herself, she had had sex 
on her mind. Though she had never been one to dwell 
unduly upon sexual thoughts when not engaged in the 
act itself, today she had had fantasies running through 
her thoughts in a constant procession. She had tried 
not to think of yesterday at the lake, but her imagination 
simply refused to co-operate. Because of yesterday, she 
was . • . well, in heat. She wanted desperately to make 
love, and she wondered, wryly amused, how she could 
possibly wait for bedtime, which seemed so far off. 

The steaks were sizzling in the broiler and Nora was 
making a tossed salad when Dave arrived. His face 
brightened at the sight of her in the too-tfght outfit. 

“Well, well,** he said, grinning. “Aren’t you the sexy 
one?” 

He came and kissed her, kissed her soundly. 

“IVe plans for tonight,” she told him. “Martinis before 
dinner, whiskey sours afterward. No television. We sit 
in the garden until dark, getting slightly—just slightly 
looped. And then we go to bed.” 

“Ira afraid your plans are like those of the proverbial 
mice and men,” Dave said, “John Fletcher is coming 
over this evening.*’ 

“Oh, no!” 
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"Oh, yes,” Dave said glumly, "He said if we had no 
commitments for the evening he would stop by, 1 could 
not say no. After all, he s the one friend I ve got among 
the top brass. Ym sorry, honey ” 

‘It's ah right ” she said, "John never stays longer than 
eleven—and tonight Ill refuse to get sleepy ” 

She was a little disappointed, though. It would be 
a dull evening as was always the case when John Fletcher 
stopped by. 

He would arrive promptly at eight, accept his first and 
only drink of the evening, discuss business from the 
comptroller s view point and then hint that he would 
enjoy a game of chess with Dave, They would go to 
Dave's study, and that would be it, for her, until John 
took his leave promptly at eleven* But he was a lonely 
man, a widower, and she could not really be annoyed 
with him for coming tonight, 

The evening turned out as she had expected. Shortly 
before nine o clock, Dave and their guest went to the 
study to start their chess game* She had been restless 
all evening and was more so now* She could not sit still 
to read or watch television* She could, she told herself, 
keep still for only one thing right now* And that would 
not happen until after eleven o'clock. 

She got the idea of driving to the shopping center, 
both to be on the move and to pass some time. The stores 
closed at nine, except for the drugstore and she could 
certainly find an excuse to go there* 

She looked in on the men at their chess game* "IVe 
got to run over to the shopping center for some hair 
spray,” she said. “I’ll be back in half an hour or so*” 
Dave looked up, nodded and smiled as though he 
understood why she wanted to go* 

The drugstore at the shopping center was next to 
the Pastime Bowling Lanes. As she got from her station 
wagon near it, a group of teen-aged youths standing in 
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front of the bowling alley fell silent and turned their 
attention to her. One let go with a wolf whistle and 
another called, ‘’Hello, Mrs. Osborne ” 

She glanced at them, wondering which one knew her 
and had called out but she could recognize none of them. 
However, she felt obligated to reply with a friendly 
hello. Walking toward the drugstore, she knew they still 
watched her. Kids, she thought—kids with grown-up 
ideas. She felt a little devilish and for their benefit she 
walked with an exaggerated movement of her hips. 
Again came the appreciative wolf whistle and she wore 
an amused smile when she entered the drugstore. 

She drank a Coke at the fountain, then bought a can 
of hair spray that she didn't really need. She paused 
at the magazine rack, smiled at the pictures of bosomy 
females on the covers of the girlie publications. When 
she left the store, only one of the teen-agers remained 
in front of tlie bowling alley. She did not bother to 
undulate her hips for him. 

Seated behind the wheel, she inserted the ignition key, 
turned it and stepped on the gas pedal. Nothing hap¬ 
pened. After repeated attempts the car showed not a 
spark of life. 

“Won't it start, Mrs. Osborne?'^ 

She looked at the young man, a husky six-footer in 
a yellow knit T-shirt and dark slacks who was walking 
toward her station wagon. She found him vaguely 
familiar and frowned, puzzled, trying to identify him. 

"The darned thing is completely dead," she said. Then, 
“I'm sorry, but I don't recall ever meeting you." 

"We've never met, Mrs. Osborne," he said, his smile 
a flash of white teeth against deeply tanned skin. “But 
IVe seen you around, often. Somebody told me who you 
are. I'm Phil Hoyt." 

“Oh, yes." 

She had seen him around and, of course, she had 
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known that the Hoyts had a son. He seemed to resemble 
neither his father nor his mother so far as she could see. 
But he had a clean-cut, wholesome look. He was about 
seventeen, she guessed. 

"*WelI, ril have to call a garage ” she said. T>o you 
know one that would make a service call at this time 
of night?” 

“Why don't you let me drive you home in my car?'' 
Phil Hoyt said, "and caU a garage in the morning?” 

"Well,” she hesitated. "Maybe I should.” 

"Since the won't start, you can leave your keys 
in it,” he went on helpfully, "and the service man can 
fix it up, then deliver it to your home.” 

"A good idea, Phil, if you don't mind driving me home. 
I live over in Wilshire Heights.” 

"I don't mind,” he smiled, opening the door for her. 
"Anyway, I'd like to show you my new car. It's a Cor¬ 
vette. Just got it last week ” 

She walked with him to his sports car, admired it en¬ 
thusiastically, fitted herself into one of its bucket seats. 
He got behind the wheel, started the motor and switched 
on the headlights. They drove away from the brightly 
lighted shopping center but then turned off in the op¬ 
posite direction from that which led to Wilshire Heights. 
She told him sharply that he was on the wrong road, but 
without answering her he pressed on the gas pedal. 
Puzzled and angered Nora watched the speed indicator 
climb from fifty to sixty, to seventy five. 

"Listen, Phil, just what are you up to?” she demanded, 
frightened by him now. 

"I want to talk to you, Mrs. Osborne.” 

“Talk to me? About what, for heaven's sake?” 

“You should know, he said. “About your being up at 
Crystal Lake yesterday—with my old man ” 
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Stunned, Nora could only stare at him. She would not 
have been more jolted if he had struck her suddenly and 
without cause. Long before she recovered from her 
shock, he swung the sports car off the highway onto a 
narrow side road running through a stretch of dense 
woods. After driving about a mile, he turned off onto 
a dirt road and the glare of the headlights showed or¬ 
chards at one side and waist-high com on the othen 
Along the shoulders of tliis back road Phil Hoyt’s head¬ 
lights showed parked cars in which sat couples in pro¬ 
longed embraces. Some of the cars were empty, their 
occupants gone into the deep shadows of the orchard 
or the corn field. A lover's lane, Nora thought dully. 

She and Phil came to an old country schoolhouse, now 
long abandoned. Several cars were parked about the 
building, the radio of one tuned to soft music. Phil 
brought his Corvette to a stop at the deserted side of the 
schoolyard, as far as he could from the other cars. 
He switched off motor and lights and turned to Nora. 

‘TTesterday 1 was at Hutch's, a joint up the road from 
the Lakeview Inn,"' he said. “I saw my old man come 
down from the Inn with you, and watched you two 
drive to the other side of the lake,” He grinned maliciously, 
white teeth gleaming. “My guess was that you were going 
to a cottage over there. So I hired an outboard at Hutch s 
also a pair of binoculars, then cruise out on the lake, 
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looking for you love-birds. I saw you come back in a boat 
and go into a cottage.” 

Nora heard herself say, hoarsely, “I saw a boat, and 
a flash of reflected sunlight. I thought someone was watch¬ 
ing ,, , Did you do something to my car tonight?” 

*‘Uh-huh,” he said, grinning. “I took off the distributor 
cap.” 

‘What do you want? My promise not to see your 
father again?"' 

"Not that, chick ” 

“What, then?"' 

"Don't be a square,” he said, and cupped her right 
breast with his left hand. "I want some of what my old 
man had ” 

Nora felt suddenly sickened. “PHI, don't be ridicu¬ 
lous, Tm a married woman much older than you and—” 

“So I’ve never had a married woman much older than 
myself. And that's what I want,” 

‘Tou re only a boy ” 

"I"m as big as a man,” he said, his hand squeezing 
her breast now, “Bigger than a lot of men,” 

She pushed his hand away, “I won't do it. It would be 
even worse than—than what happened between your 
father and me* Take me back and fix my car, please ” 

"You don't dig me, doU, The score is, yonVe got to 
put out for me. If you don't. Ill squeal. Ill tell my old 
lady about you and him, and she*ll raise all kinds of hell.” 

"You wouldn't do such a thing,” Nora said, uneasily 
and uncertainly, "Not to your father. Besides, you’d 
be hurting your mother as well as your father and me.” 

"So let everybody be hurt,” he said. "I’ll take you back, 
fix Up your heap, then go home and tell tales/* 

She told herself he was bluffing. He had to be. It was 
not possible tliat even so precocious a boy would deliber¬ 
ately make trouble for his parents. “I won't do it,” she 
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said. “I just won’t do such a thing. Now take me back 
to the shopping center,” 

He grinned nastily, seized her, pulled her against 
him. He pressed his mouth to hers, forced his tongue 
between her teeth. He slipped his hand under her start, 
grasped the soft flesh inside her tliigh. She got her hands 
against his chest and shoved with all her might, thrust¬ 
ing him backward, away from her. The instant she 
was free, Nora opened the door and got quickly from the 
car. She thought frantically of flight but knew that was 
futile. Where could she run? 

’Thil, please,” she begged. “Please take me backt” 

Still grinning, he got froin the car. “Sure, chick,” ha 
said, reaching for her. “Just as soon as weVe had our 
party,” 

She tried to elude him but he was quicker than she. 
He seized her by the left wrist, forced her arm up behind 
her. Then came a sudden, tearing pain in her shoulder 
and she had to clench her teeth to keep from screaming. 
Fearing that she would cry out, he clamped his right 
hand over her mouth. She was utterly helpless now. 
The slightest move on either her or his part caused her 
knife-sharp pain. 

Just do as I want, doll,” he said, "and you won’t get 
hurt ” He applied pressure on her arm and the pain 
was so intense she feared she would faint. “Walk with 
me,” he ordered. “Come on—move!” 

She had no choice but to obey. He walked her toward 
a dark clump of trees, through it to a smaD clearing. He 
stopped there, his one hand still with its viselike grip 
on her left wrist and the other clamped over her mouth, 

"You yell just once and Til slug you,” he said with low- 
voiced viciousness. 'TII slug you good. You catch?” 

She jerked her head in a frightened, affirmative nod 
and he took his hand from her mouth. 

“That’s better,” he said, when a moment passed with- 
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out her attempting an outcry, "Why fight it, doll. Just 
relax and enjoy it ” 

He tried to force her to the ground but she said 
shakily, "Wait—Don't muss my clothes," 

“You want to take them offP" 

She nodded jerkily* She couldn't go home to Dave with 
any telltale signs of what had happened to her* H© re¬ 
leased her wrist at last but remained dose, so as to 
grab her again if need be, while she removed her skirt 
and blouse. She laid them carefully on the ground, then 
he seized her and dragged her down* He tore off her 
panties, flung them aside, then roughly spreadeagled 
her* He came atop her, penetrated her with a hard 
thrust that caused her to gasp with pain. 

She responded in no way at all, merely submitted to 
his frenzied use of her body. She was numbed physically, 
emotionally frozen. Her only reaction was shame and 
disgust. Fortunately it was quickly over* For all his size 
he was still a mere boy and did not know how to handle 
himself sexually* With no more than a dozen rapid 
thrusts, he came to completion* She waited, sick at 
heart, as he went through his series of climatic spasms 
and then, grown limp, removed himself from her. In 
a moment he got to his feet and zippered himself up. 

Grinning, he said, "How was that, chick? The most, 

ehr 

“It was quick, at least,” she said bitterly. 

She picked herself up and hastily put on her clothes* 
She remained numb, frozen, from then on, only vaguely 
aware of their driving back to the shopping center, 
getting from his car into her station wagon. He raised 
the station wagon's hood, and after a minute or two 
told her to try the ignition* The motor started instantly. 
He slammed down the hood and she switched on the 
lights and drove away without another glance at him. 

It was nearly eleven o'clock when she reached home. 
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Dave and John Fletcher were at the front door, looking 
for her and worrying. 

She stopped in the driveway, midway to the garage, 
and called to them in what she hoped was a natural- 
sounding voice* "I couldn't get the car started, dam it. 
Td still be stuck at the shopping center if a kid hadn't 
come from the bowling alley and finally got it started 
for me*" 

“We were about to come looking for you," Dave said* 
'Ton'd better run out to the dealers in the morning 
and have the car checked." 

Later, after John Fletcher had gone and they were 
alone, she felt a little easier* Nothing about her showed, 
to Dave’s eyes at least, what had happened* Dave and 
she had a drink and then went to bed. Locked in his 
arms, she tried to forget Phil Hoyt's fumbling use of her 
body* She tried, but did not quite succeed* 

That morning, Thursday, Nora drifted into a low mood 
after Dave had left for the oflBce* She had not been able 
to forget, even while making love with Dave, how Phi! 
Hoyt had blackmailed her into submitting to him. And 
in remembering that, she was also reminded of her affair 
with Phil’s father. She felt ashamed and guilty on both 
counts and she went about her household chores half¬ 
heartedly. Then increasingly upset, she called Worden- 
Forbes and asked for Mr. Hoyt. Hoyt's secretary asked 
who was calling. 

“Mrs. David Osborne” Nora said reluctantly, yet 
knowing that any secretary of Brandon Hoyt's would 
be discreet. 

Hoyt's voice, when he answered after a long moment, 
was brisk and noncommittal. “Hello, Mrs, Osborne. 
What can I do for you?” 

“Have you a few minutes to talk, Mr* Hoyt?” she said, 
choosing her words carefully on the chance that the 
secretary was listening in. “I'm on the Hospital Fund 
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drive and your name is on my list to contact. If you’re 
busy at the moment, perhaps you would call back at your 
convenience.” 

‘Tm afraid 111 have to call you back, Mrs. Osborne,” 

"Very well. You won t forget?” 

"No, I won’t forget ” he said. “Goodbye ” 

He called back in twenty minutes, his tone now 
curt and unfriendly- 

“You can talk now, Nora,” he said 'Tm at a phone 
booth. But, please never under any circumstances call me 
at the office. After all, I can’t afford—” 

Annoyed by his curtness, she cut in, "I didn’t call be¬ 
cause of a whim, believe me. Something very serious 
has happened. Your son saw us up at the lake.” 

Hoyt swore under his breath* “Has he been in touch 
with you?” 

“He has, indeed,” she said, and told him about last 
night. 

She had expected him to be upset, and was shocked 
to hear him laugh. 

“I’ll be damned,” he said. ‘Imagine the kid pulling 
such a stunt. I had him figured as too much of a mamma’s 
boy for anything like that but I guess he’s a chip off the 
old block after all.” 

"My GodI You’re not condoning what he did, for 
heaven’s sake?” 

“Well, there hasn’t been any harm done, has there?” 

“No harm done? How do you think I feel?” 

"You didn’t enjoy it?” 

“Brandon, I don’t understand you,” Nora said, dis¬ 
traught. “A seventeen-year-old boy doing something like 
that And there certainly was harm done, no matter what 
you think. Do you imagine I hke being abused like that?” 

“Abused?” He laughed, “That’s a new word for it” 

“I’m upset, whether you are or not Why, he could 
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try to make a steady thing of this—threatening to tell his 
mother if I don’t give in* Can’t you see thatF’ 

“Oh, yes ” Hoyt said casually, “He just might know 
a good thing when he has it. Well, if you really feel 
abused as you call it, and won’t want it to happen again—' 

“I don’t, believe mel” 

“All right, m have a talk with him. Don’t worry-itll 
be all right. Now iVe got to get back to the oflSce.,, 
By the way, Nora, Til try to arrange to take an afternoon 
off next week. I don’t know what day it will be. Ill have 
to call you ” 

“I don’t think you should bother.” 

“I thought we made a bargain on Monday ” 

“The only bargain I remember is that you promised 
to back Dave for that vice-presidency.” 

“But I understood that my promise on that gave me 
certain privileges.” 

“Well, perhaps. But first I want to be sure you in¬ 
tend to keep your word. I don’t feel quite able to trust 
you, Brandon.” 

He laughed. “You’ve got to trust me, baby. Anyway, 
were so good together that I should think you’d want a 
rematch. We were good together, weren’t we?” 

‘Well... yes.” 

“Anyway, I’ll call you,” he said. “ ‘Bye now.” 

He broke the connection and Nora stood holding the 
dead phone, her increasing uncertainty about him form¬ 
ing a cloud of worry in her mind. She could not trust 
him and she decided that her only hope lay in his want¬ 
ing her again. Maybe if he wanted her badly enough, 
he would keep his word but that would mean a con¬ 
tinued affair with him. And this morning, at any rate, 
she wanted anything in the world but that. She wanted 
to forget her one willing act of infidelity, and to be¬ 
come a faithful wife again. She wanted— 
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The door chimes soimded. 

She put down the phone and, in her troubled frame of 
mind, started toward the front of the house. Penny Austin 
stood smiling in the open doorway—the last person she 
wanted to see tliis morning. 
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Penny was wearing a sleeveless white blouse, brown 
shorts and green sandals, and she looked her usual delec¬ 
table self. She smiled brightly, **Hi. Mind having a neigh¬ 
bor drop in this morning?” And she came in before 
Nora could answer. 

Remembering the Sundersens* party and Dave with 
Penny's lipstick on his face, Nora felt a quick surge of 
anger. But then her reason took over and told her that 
she could no longer hold a few stolen kisses against 
Penny, Not after what she herself had done vdth Bran¬ 
don Hoyt, The truth was, Nora told herself bleakly, that 
she and Penny were now sisters in infidelity. She was 
certainly in no position to cast stones at this lovely red¬ 
head. 

“Coffee?” she asked. 

"Uh-huh,” Penny replied. Tf you re not too busy- If 
you are, just kick me out,” 

“I'm not too busy, really,” Nora said, pleasantly sur¬ 
prised to find that her rancor toward Penny had vanished. 

But when they were seated at the kitchen table with 
coffee and cigarettes, Fenny dealt her a low blow. 

“What I really came for,” the redhead said, grinning, 
“was to welcome you to the society of junior executives' 
wives who have given their all for dear old Worden- 
Forbes ” 
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Nora stared at her, stricken. **What—what do you 
mean?” 

“A little bird told me, darling. About your rendezvous 
with Brandon Hoyt at Crystal Lake," 

Nora's heart sank; she was too jolted to speak. 

Laughing, Penny went on, "Don't take it so hard, Nora* 
That sort of thing can't be kept a secret in a town the 
size of this. It s bound to be found out, sooner or later " 

"Who told you. Penny?" 

"Jim Matthews' ex, Karen Leighton ” 

Nora remembered Hoyt s saying that the woman was 
in the dining room of the Inn but she would not mention 
having seen them. He had been so very wrong. Or per¬ 
haps he had known and had not cared. 

"But I don’t know her,” Nora said. “And she doesn't 
know me ” 

“She's seen you around and heard your name,” Penny 
said. “But don't worry about it. Just because she told 
me doesn't mean shell blab to anyone else, Karen knows 
the rules and plays the game. She told me because she 
knows Tm friendly with you. She thought I knew you 
were having an affair with Brandon, Dave won't hear 
of it. Husbands are never—but never—told." Penny took 
a swallow of coffee. Then: "By the way, how is he as a 
lover?" 

“I—I don't want to talk about it." 

“Oh, stop being such a prude, darling. It's too late for 
that. Besides, you haven't done what two out of three 
women we know don't do. So you went to bed with a 
man not your husband. So what?" 

“I'm not exactly proud of it" 

**Well, no. But you did it for a purpose and because 
of that you needn't feel guilty about it.” Penny stared at 
her. “Are you such a prude that you didn't enjoy it?" 

“I guess I did enjoy it, heaven help me," 

“Sure you did—unless you're one of those unfortunate 
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sexually frigid females* Did he proume to back Dave 
for that vice-presidency?” 

‘He promised but I don't quite trust him.” 

“I wouldn't trust him, either,” Penny said. T was 
luckier than you because Mark Hammond keeps his 
word, YouTl have to keep working on Brandon, keep 
him panting for you ” 

"Even panting for me, he may not keep his promise.” 

"You should take out some insurance ” 

"Insurance?” 

Penny nodded, "Get someone else to support Dave ” 
she said. "Someone you can trust, Dave's got John 
Fletcher in his comer but John is a timid soul and wont 
be much help in a fight with Brandon Hoyt, Mark Ham¬ 
mond can be counted out. He’s not here in town and I 
don’t know if hell arrive in time for you to work on him. 

"At least three of the other board members can also be 
ruled out. Henry Forbes, our dear proxy, keeps a mis¬ 
tress in Baltimore and he doesn't cheat on her. Earl 
Holden is no chaser, Harlan Ames is an outsider, not 
connected with the company except as a board member 
and he does not live in Lanford. There’s Vince Crane, 
though. He’s an outsider but he does live here. He may 
be hard to meet socially, since he's not one of our crowd. 
Your best bet is Jim Matthews ” 

Nora stared at her incredulously, "You’re not actually 
suggesting that I become involved with him?” 

“Why not?” Penny said. ‘Tou can't trust Brandon Hoyt 
but you could Jim—if he likes you. After all, darHng, 
you’re fighting for Dave’s future. You’ve started to, any¬ 
way, and it would be foolish to stop at this stage of the 
game. Anyway,‘Jim Matthews isn’t so bad. I admit he’s 
a sort of roughneck but he’s nice, in his heavy-handed 
way. And if he promises to back Dave, hell do it. He’d 
give Brandon a fight, if Brandon continiies to push his 
Air Force general. With John Fletcher, Jim Matthews 
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and maybe Vince Crane on your side, Dave would be 
in—believe me " 

Nora shook her head. “I couldn't do it. I can't see my¬ 
self doing it again—and with another man. And I can't see 
how you can be like that, Penny.'* 

*lt's easy. I like that good stuff. The more, the better." 
Penny drank the last of her coffee. Then, eyeing Nora 
quizzically: “Honest, now wasn't it good? Didn't you have 
fun?" 

“I don't like cheating on Dave, Penny" 

“You were helping Dave." 

“Well.. . Yes ” 

“Keep that in mind. Quit worrying your pretty little 
head about being unfaithful. Anyway, you re still giving 
Dave his share, aren't you? You're not rationing him 
just because you gave in to Brandon, are you?' 

“No, I'm not rationing Dave," Nora said. "But every¬ 
thing seems in such a mess.” Suddenly she needed to con¬ 
fide everything in Penny who now seemed very much 
her friend. She told about her encounter with Phil Hoyt. 
"You see how fouled up everything is?" 

"That kid,” Fenny said, laughing. “Imagme him pull¬ 
ing a stunt like that. How was it with him?" 

“Not good.” 

“He needs more experience, a few years to season." 

“Well, he can get his experience from someone else 
besides me. IVe told Brandon about it, and he promised 
to talk to the boy." 

“That was smart. Don't spread it around for free. If 
you must put out at this stage of the game, let it pay 
off. You give some thought to working on Jim Matthews 
and maybe Vince Crane too. That is, if you really don't 
trust Brandon." 

Nora did not reply. But she couldn't see herself pass¬ 
ing from man to man, from bed to bed, even to secure 
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the vice-presidency for Dave. She was not like that. She 
was not entirely like Penny Austin, 

In his office at Worden-Forbes, Dave Osborne was 
giving some serious thought of his own as to ways and 
means of securing the vice-presidency for himself. He 
had an idea this morning, one that might give him a 
weapon to use against Brandon Hoyt. He considered it 
from various angles for a time, then had his secretary get 
Harvey Ward on the phone, Harvey Ward was in Pur¬ 
chasing, Brandon Hoyt's department. He and Dave were 
friends from high school days. 

Into the phone Dave said, "Harv, it s been a long time 
since weVe had a get-together. How about lunch today?” 

"If you're buying, Dave-boy,” Ward said. 'The old 
budget is out of balance, and Tm not a credit-card man 
these days.” 

"I'm buying. Where do you want to eat?” 

“You name it” 

“Lorin’s?” 

“Fine, since it's on you. They make a swell deep-dish 
martini there and I haven't been in the place in months,” 

“Lorin's it is. What time do you go to lunch, Harv?'' 

“At twelve—always,” Ward said. "Along with the rest 
of the working stiflFs, since Vm one of them now. Or have 
you forgotten^' A trace of bitterness edged his voice, 

“I haven’t forgotten,” Dave said. "See you at twelve, 
then.” He hung up. 

Dave lit a cigarette, sat lost in thought. What had 
happened to Harvey Ward was tough. He was now the 
lowliest of junior executives, hardly more than a clerk, 
actually. But until a year ago he'd been assistant to 
Brandon Hoyt and his future had looked bright. He had 
been given the job two years before when Hoyt’s former 
assistant resigned to go with a trucking firm. Then, after 
the two years, Hoyt had brought in his nephew, a grad- 
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uate of the Harvard School of Business Administration^ 
and had made him his assistant—putting Harvey back 
into his former job, Harvey had been given a raw deal 
but that, Dave told himself, was part of this game. A 
guy without puU had no security, and wasn’t he the one 
to know that? 

He had always hoped to find a way to help Harv and 
had planned, when and if tlie vice-presidency became 
his, to see that his friend was taken care of in some way. 
Now, because of the idea that he had latched onto, he 
was sure that Harv and he could help each other. 

Ward came up to Dave’s ofiSce a couple minutes after 
t^ve!ve oclock. He was a thin, sandy-haired man whose 
heavy hom-rimmed glasses gave him an owlish look. 
Understandably, he was still bitter about losing out as 
Hoyt s assistant and habitually showed it 

Looking about Dave's imposing office, he said, *"80 
this is how the upper one per cent have it. Think your 
title to that desk is clear, Dave?’’ 

“Not too clear,'’ Dave said, rising and coming forward. 
’TouVe heard the rumor about Brandon Hoyt wanting 
that Air Force general in this office, haven’t you?” 

*TVe heard it. You letting him get away with it?” 

‘’Not if I can help it. Let's go, eh?” 

They drove to midtown in Dave’s Buick, On the way, 
Dave inquired about Wards wife, Lucy, and their two 
small sons. They were about as usual, Ward said glum¬ 
ly, Tim had a broken arm, and Dick an allergy. Lucy was 
unhappy because of his misfired career and the lack of 
money in the Ward household. 

'‘Lucy still thinks I just failed to make good,” he said. 
“And you know that wasn’t the case, Dave.” 

"I know it,” Dave said. 

In the pleasant restaurant they were shown to a table 
immediately, had martinis and each ordered a medium- 
rare sirloin steak, baked potato, tossed salad, and coffee. 



112 PARTY WIVES 

When the waitress disappeared toward the kitchen, Ward 
picked up his drink. 

‘'Here s to your tripping up Brandon Hoyt and that 
Air Force general, Dave.” 

After they had drunk to that, Dave said, “Harv, that’s 
just what I want to talk to you about. I need help to 
trip up that pair ” 

Ward looked surprised. “Boy, if you think I can help 
you with that, you’re just not well ” 

“I think you can help me—and help yourself at the 
same time. When and if Tm named to that vice-presi¬ 
dency, Harv, Tm going to take care of you.” 

“IVe been hoping you would, Dave. Its about the 
only hope IVe got left. But how can I help you, for Pete's 
sake?” 

“Think back, Harv. Remember teDing me, right after 
you got kicked out as Hoyt's assistant, that you had 
something on him and that you would use it except that 
you were scared it would backfire on you?” 

“Oh, that?” 

"What do you have on Hoyt, Harv?” 

“He cut some comers while I was his assistant. Broke 
some company mles. One in particular.” 

"Which one? Give, man.” 

"Well, he was taking kickbacks from suppliers.” 

"ril be damned. You’re sture?” 

‘Tm sure. 1 was working with him, wasn't I? As head 
of Purchasing, he could work such a racket and get away 
with it. He had a thing going for him, believe me.” 

“And probably still does.” 

"He wouldn’t give up a profitable sideline, that's for 
sure.” 

“CoiJd you prove it on him, Harv?” 

“I could. If I wanted to risk losing my job.” 

“How, Harv? What proof have you got?” 

Ward looked uneasy. "Dave, I don’t like this. I don't 
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like it even a little bit, I can t gamble with my job, 
lousy as it is. IVe my family to consider,” 

“You could be doing the right thing by your family. 
Just give me what proof you have and Til have a talk 
with him. 111 cover for you and once IVe got the vice- 
presidency, ril bring you over into Public Relations. 
As soon as I can swing it, rU make you my assistant. It 
could mean twice the salary youre now getting. Now 
give. What have you got?” 

"A photostat,” Ward said reluctantly, “A copy of a 
letter Hoyt wrote to the V, P, for sales of the Carmody 
Copper Corporation. In the letter, Hoyt said that he 
would procure a big Worden-Forbes order for Carmody, 
on condition that he received two hundred shares of 
Carmody common stock as a bonus for getting the order.” 

Excitement gripped Dave. “His signature was on the 
letter when you had the photostat made?” 

"Sure.” 

"How*d you get hold of the letter?” 

“I overheard him dictating it. After his secretary had 
typed it and he'd signed it, she placed it with die day's 
outgoing mail. This happened after I found out that I 
was to be washed up as his assistant, I thought I might 
use the letter as a club—but I lost my nerve. Anyway, 
I snitched it from the pile of outgoing letters on his 
secretary’s desk, I took it home with me, the next day 
had the 'stat made, then put the original back in its 
envelope and mailed it. Nobody caught on.” 

“Harv, you've got to let me have the photostat.” 

“Dave, Tm scared to. Hoyt is% nobody's fool. He'll 
know how you came by it. He could make the thing 
backfire on you—and on me. We could both end up out 
in the cold, cold world.” 

“We 11 end up sitting pretty, believe me. Well always 
be able to hold the photostat over him. Hell get down 
on his knees and beg me not to show it to anybody* 
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Jost the tliought of H. M. Forbes seeing it would sc^e 

him witless/' 

Harvey Ward was a hard man to convince and Dave 
worked on him aU the while they ate lunch. It was not 
until they were driving back to the plant that Ward gave 
in, and ^en he went along with the idea only oondition- 
ally. 

"rU have to talk it over with Lucy first ” he said. Tf 
she’s willing for me to run the risk, 111 give you the 
damn thing. I wont take the chance on my own, then 
have her raising hell and tell me Im a bigger chump 
than she thinks I am right now ” 

“You II talk to her tonight?” 

“Yes, tonight,” Ward said. 

Dave had to be satisfied with that. But he was tempted 
during the afternoon to call Lucy Ward and explain that 
his scheme would work. Before he had made up his mind 
to take that step, however he had a call from an ac¬ 
quaintance named Bill Marsten. The call made him 
forget Ward's photostat for the time being for Marsten, 
who had approached him before, had a job opening for 
him. 

Marsten was head of Triton Electronics, a small but 
rapidly growing firm in a new and booming industry. 
He said, “Dave, Tve been hoping since the last time I 
saw you that you'd get in touch with me. 

“I've been pretty busy, Bill." 

“Too busy to let me buy you a drink later today?” 

“No, not that busy,” Dave said, realizing that here 
was a chance to cushion his fall if he failed to win the 
vice-presidency. "Where shall I meet you. Bill?” 

“How about the cocktail lounge at the St. Regis^-about 
five-fifteen?” 

“Right. See you then.” 

Dave put down the phone, asked Miss Marvin over 
the intercom to place a call to his home. He would have 
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to tell Nora that he would be late agaio. He smiled 
fondly, remembering how she had told him he was not 
aggressive enough. She would have to change her tune, 
once she knew what he was up to with Harvey Ward- 
When he talked to Nora, he said, "Pll be an hour late 
this evening, honey. IVe an appointment to have a drink 
with Bill Marsten, You remember my talking about Bill 
some months ago?" 

"The man who wants you to come work for him?" 
Nora didn't sound pleased- "Is he after you again?" 
-m-huh.” 

"I'm not sure I like that, Dave" 

“Well, the way things stand at the moment there's no 
harm in hearing what he has to offer " 

“Don't commit yourself to anything, Dave—please" 

"I won t. But it'll be reassuiing to keep Bill's offer as 
a hole card—just in case.” 

“You're not going to need a hole card, darling. You re 
going to get that vice-presidency." 

“Your woman s intuition tells you so, eh?" 

“WeU, yes " 

"Do I detect a bit of uncertainty, though?" 

"No, you don't. I refuse to believe anything but that 
you're going to get that job " 

“All right, honey ” he said, laughing, and put down 
the phone. Nora didn't want him to leave Worden- 
Forbes. She was counting on him to find a way to stay 
in this handsome office. Well, he was positive that he had 
found a way—if Harvey Ward would just play along with 
him. 

He cleared his desk at a quarter to five and told Miss 
Marvin that he was leaving early. Walking along the 
corridor to the executive washroom, he noticed that 
someone was standing just inside the door, holding it 
slightly ajar, and talking loudly to someone farther back 
inside the room. He recognized Jim Matthews' booming 
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voice and when he heard his name mentioned, Dave 
stopped several feet from the door, evesdropping on 
Matthews’ end of the conversation, 

Now he heard Matthews say, “Sure, it’s true. Herb, I 
got it from my ex-wife. The cute little bitch keeps me 
posted—she should, the alimony she’s getting. Anyhow, 
Karen says—” 

Herb Sundersen, apparently, was the other man in 
the washroom, 

“—that Dave has loaned that welhstacked wife of his 
to Brandon Hoyt. She saw them up at the Lakeview 
Inn together on Monday, You know what Dave’s pitch 
is, don’t you? He wants Hoyt to back him instead of 
General Wyman for that vice president’s spot,” 

Dave felt as though he had been slugged. His brain 
reeling, he turned and walked back along the corridor, 
left the building and walked blindly to his car. For 
minutes, he sat slumped behind the wheel, telling himself 
tliat what he had heard was not true, could not be true, 
Matthews’ ex-wife had simply been spreading lying 
gossip. But Dave could not convince himself, 

Nora had openly told him that he was not man enough 
to win the vice-presidency on his own. She had heard 
about Penny Austin’s winning Bart his promotion by 
having an affair with Mark Hammond. Nora had proba¬ 
bly heard of other Worden-Forbes wives helping their 
husbands’ careers by putting out. Hoyt must have made 
a play for her, either at the party he and his wife had 
given or at the Sundersens’, and she had taken him up 
on it, 

Nora—unfaithful! 

My God, he thought—He wanted to bawl like a kid. 
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Dave remained in a state of shock and Bill Marsten, 
burdened though he was with the worries of a fast-grow¬ 
ing company, asked immediately if Dave were not 
feeling well. 

He could only reply that he was feeling a bit under 
the weather, “A lot of pressure on me these days, Bill ” 

“Better have a checkup. It could be more than pres¬ 
sure,” 

“Youre right, of course" 

They both sat in a booth in the St Regis Hotel cocktail 
lounge and over scotches-and-soda, Marsten told Dave 
that he would still like to have him at Triton Electronics, 
The firms present public relations head, an ex-news¬ 
paperman, lacked the proper touch for such work. He 
was talking of resigning. 

“We re paying him seventy-five hundred a year, but 
we"d go nine thousand for you, Dave."' 

“Im making more than that at Worden-Forbes, Bill* 

“I know you are. But I also saw the item in the Herald 
about General Wyman angling for a vice-presidency. 
And IVe had a tip that it s the same vice-presidency 
youre hoping to land. My informant tells me that the 
General has the inside track* 

Dave could have said that he expected to t^e the in¬ 
side track away from General Wyman but he was in 
no mood to do any bargaining. Hurt and despondent 
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over this thing with Nora, he did not feel like talking 
at aU. He simply wanted to be alone. 

‘*How long do I have to give yon an answer?” 

“When will you know whether or not you'll get the 
vice-presidency?” 

“After the directors meeting, a week from Monday” 

"All right, Dave- FU keep the offer open until then. 
You call me the following Tuesday- Okay?” 

"Okay” 

They finished their drinks and Marsten, sensing that 
Dave did not want to prolong the meeting, said that he 
had another engagement- They left the hotel together. 

As they shook hands, Marsten said, "I don't like to see 
you miss out on that top spot, Dave. But I want you bad¬ 
ly at Triton. Call me—and meanwhile take care of your¬ 
self. You really are looking down at the mouth.” And 
Marsten went off. 

Dave, having bo desire to go home and face Nora, 
returned to the cocktail lounge and took a stool at the 
bar. He felt completely empty inside, as though the world 
had crashed about his shoulders. Nora, he thought bleak¬ 
ly, Nora how could you do this awful thing? How could 
you smash everything we had together? 

He downed his drink, ordered another- He had a third 
and then a fourth in quick succession and the barman 
began to eye him with misgivings. So he went to another 
bar and after that a third. He drank more in less time 
than be ever had done before but it did not keep him 
from thinking of Nora. Of Nora and of that son of a bitch, 
Brandon Hoyt. Dave left the bar, drove out to the 
country club and sat a a table, tlie drink before him 
forgotten, and tried to analyze the situation, and choose 
the proper course of action. He had reached the point, he 
concluded, where he should make a change. He should 
break away from Worden-Forbes and people like Bran¬ 
don Hoyt. Never again would he place Nora in a posi- 
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tion where she would feel compeUed to give herself to a 
lecherous board member in order to help her husband in 
his career. With Triton Electronics there would be none 
of that sort of thing. AH he need do, he told himself, was 
to go to the phone and call Bill Marsten and merely say 
that he would tahe the nine-thousand-a-year job* But it 
would be a big cut in income, which would hurt. 

"Hello, darlhig,” a woman said. "You all alone tonight?” 

He loohed up and saw Penny Austin. Two Penny Aus¬ 
tins, actually, for he had drunk so much that he was 
afflicted with temporary double vision. He blinked sev¬ 
eral times and she became one—which, he decided, of 
Penny Austin, was quite enough. 

"Pm alone,” he said with alcoholic dignity, "by prefer¬ 
ence ” 

"But you’re not including me out, too, are you, Dave?” 

"You and the whole lousy world ” 

She was unfazed by that. Seating herself, she studied 
him for a moment. "So you know. And you don*t like it ” 

He stared at her. "Does the whole town know, for 
chrisesake?” 

"Not really. But who was the so-and-so that told you?” 

"Nobody told me ” he said bitterly. "Nobody tells the 
husband, I had to eavesdrop on a couple of jerks who 
were getting a big bang out of it. You alone again?"’ 

"Uh-huh. My ever-lovin’ is once more out of town. 
So if you want to cry on mama’s shoulder, well, IVe 
got all night.” 

"Tramp,” he said thickly, “You’re all tr^ps ” 

"You can’t get under my skin, Dave. IVe got a real 
thick hide.” Again she studied him and abruptly seemed 
to make up her mmd about something, “Let’s go some- 
where—and be alone.” 

Buzzed by his drinks though he was, Dave knew ex¬ 
actly what she meant. She was his for the taking. But 
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right now he didn't want her or any women. Not even 
Nora, He was disgusted with women, sick of sex, 

"Til drive my car home/' Penny said, rising. "You come 
by and pick me up. Have a cup of coffee instead of that 
drink, Itll be better for you. Okay?” 

He thought of Nora and Brandon Hoyt and the pain 
was no less than before he'd started drinking. Liquor 
was no help. Maybe what Penny offered would be. 

"Til think about it while Tm drinking the coffee.*' 

"You do that,” she said and turned away. 

He watched her leave the lounge, his eyes on her 
shapely rear. Most of the men in the room stared after 
her. But he was the one who could have her. He motion¬ 
ed to the waitress, told her to bring him coffee. His mind 
was not yet made up. But he would do as he had prom¬ 
ised-think about it while drinking his coffee. 

He was still undecided when he left the lounge and 
walked to his car. Even driving away from the clubhouse, 
he did not know if he would pick her up. He had never 
wanted to cheat on Nora, He had cheated on her only 
twice in all these years, once before their marriage, for 
therapy; and once afterward, but through no planning 
of his own. 

jThe memory of those two sexual adventures came back 
vividly now as he drove slowly toward Wilshire Heights, 
toward either his own home or Penny's. 

The first time he had cheated on Nora had been two 
days before their marriage* They had been engaged 
for two months and before their formal engagement 
they had had intercourse more or less regularly for 
nearly a year. Nora had given in to him from the time 
she admitted to herself that she was in love with him. She 
had been a virgin until then but no pnide. They had 
understood that they were made for each other, that 
they would eventually marry. After announcing their 
engagement, Nora had decided they should wait for "the 
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next time'* until their wedding night. It had been as 
though, by denying themselves, she would now come to 
their marriage bed at least a halfway virgin. Whatever 
that was, he reflected sourly. 

So he had gone along with her whim, of course. But 
he had become accustomed to having her and it was in* 
creasingly diflScult for him to wait. He had begged her 
to give in—^J^st this once,*' he had urged her on sev¬ 
eral occasions. He had tried suUdng and even getting 
sore. But Nora had been firm in her resolution of no sex 
until they were man and wife. She had remained adamant 
and nothing had broken her down. 

He had been aware that he could have borne the 
situation if he had not been seeing her every evening. 
But being with her had only increased his difficulty 
and he had actually suffered. He had been jumpy, on 
edge, irritable. The Wednesday evening before their 
wedding, which was set for Saturday, he had pleaded 
with her for hours to give in. However, she had refused, 
saying, “And mind you, none of that do-it-yourself 
stuff, either " 

The next day had really been bad. He had be^ too 
nervous to sit at his desk, to get any work done. He had 
felt as though he would crack up if he did not find relief. 
Then he had remembered the name of a call girl, Helen 
Barsovitz, with whom a pal of his was friendly. Dur¬ 
ing his lunch hour, he had decided to look her up in 
the phone book. And there she was listed. 

He had said, “Helen you don't know me, but a mutual 
friend told me about you—Terry Andrews." 

"Oh, Terry,—Well, any friend of Terry s is a friend 
of mine." 

"Could I see you this afternoon, Helen?" 

"Im sorry, but I only make evening dates." 

"Please, youVe got to,” he had said desperately. Know- 
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ing her rate was twenty dollars, he had plunged on. 
"111 give you fifty dollars.” 

“My, my! You are in a dither, aren’t you?” 

“Fifty. Please?” 

“Well, since you’re so set on it. But youll have to wait 
gai hour before you come up.” She laughed softly. Can 
you wait that long?” 

“Yes, I can wait that long” 

He had called her from a phone booth and he was 
drenched wdth nervous sweat and shaking violently as 
he stepped out. 


Helen lived in a small, modem apartment building, 
and when she let him in, Dave was doubly surprised. 
She was nothing like his idea of a call girl. She was 
“nice” instead of sexy, a small brunette in a plain green 
dress. And there were two small children in the taste¬ 
fully furnished living room with her. 

“Come in,” she said, smiling. "I’m not alone, as you 
see. I had trouble getting in touch with my sitter but 
she’s on her way now ” 

One child was a girl of five, the o&er a boy of three. 
They were quiet, well-mannered childre^ politely 

on the sofa, each with a toy. Aft^ Making name, 
their mother introduced them. The door chimes "^sound¬ 
ed and the sitter entered, a stout, pleasant woman of 
about sixty with whom the children went eagerly. As the 
three went out, the sitter turned in the doorway, looked 
from Dave to Helen, and broadly winked. 

Helen laughed as the door closed after them, “Kate 
knows, of course, But it’s all right with her—she s an old 
pro. Would you like a drink?” 

“Please ” Dave said. 

He needed a drink. He was inexperienced in dealing 
with call girls. He had had a couple of other girls be- 
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fore Nora, but they had beeu as young and no more ex¬ 
pert at love making than himself. This woman seemed 
as knowledgeable as the most wayward of Eves daugh¬ 
ters. and suddenly he felt embarrassed and callow with 
her. He was fearful that he would not be able to prove 
himself a man. 

But she understood men and seemed to understand 
him especially. She had a drink with him and talked 
to get his mind off himself, 

“You're probably wondering about me,** she said, "This 
isn't a side of me many men get to see. I never have 
dates at home because my children come first, really,"* 

She told him that she was married but that her mar¬ 
riage had been a mistake. Her husband, one of those un¬ 
happy men who never seem to grow up, had been a 
yeoman in the Navy. He kept re-enhsting, though she 
begged him to give it up and take a job and be with 
her and their children. He was now at sea in the Pacific, 

"He comes home less and less often. And you can im¬ 
agine what sort of life the children and myself would 
have if I tried to live on what money I get from him.^ 

“They re nice children," ... 

"And I'm determined fp have them grow up to be nice 
adults, too," she said. ‘IThey will have at least some ad¬ 
vantages.” She paused, smiling, "*Now I'm curious about 
you. Why should a young handsome joe like you have to 
buy it?” 

"I’m getting married Saturday," 

"Oh? And you want one last fling?” 

"Not that. My girl—my fiancee—decided we should stop 
having each other until our wedding night. It's been two 
months now.” 

"Well, that is a new reason,” She rose, took his empty 
glass. She slipped her arms about his neck when he got to 
his feet, pressed her body to his. “I've got all afternoon. 
The sitter and the kids won't be back until five. That 
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should be long enough to get you over the jitters," She 
kissed him. ‘Tm going to make this afternoon one you'll 
remember, even when you're on your honeymoon, Dave, 
You can do anything to me you want, and 1*11 do any¬ 
thing you want me to do. Come along to bed.” 

He went with her to her bedroom, his taut nerves al¬ 
ready beginning to ease. 

And on his honeymoon with Nora, he had remembered 
—guiltily but with no regret at all—that wonderful, stolen, 
therapeutic afternoon. 

The second time he had been unfaithful was during the 
third year of his and Nora's marriage. He had not sought 
a woman that time. She had come to him while he slept 

Worden-Forbes had been about to open its Richmond 
plant and he had been down there with a dozen of the 
firm's executives planning the ceremony for the dedica¬ 
tion of the new factory. His job was to line up some local 
VIPs for the affair. He was sharing a hotel suite with 
Herb Sundersen—two bedrooms and a sitting room. The 
second night Herb suggested that they pick up a couple 
of women and take them up to the suite. 

Dave wanted no part of it, but Herb, pretty well 
looped, did bring a woman up with him. Dave had a 
drink with them, then went to his bedroom. He closed 
but did not lock the connecting door, and was awakened 
an hour later by someone getting into bed with him. It 
was Herb’s pickup, and she was nude. 

Dave turned on the lamp on tlie bedside table, stared 
at her angrily, “Get the hell out of here. I don't want any 
part of you. Go on—scrami” 

She was a big, voluptuous blonde. “Aw, honey, have a 
heart," she coaxed, rubbing her soft, naked body against 
him, “That jerk in the other room passed out on me after 
getting me all steamed up. Tve got to have a man. Please 
—pretty please.” 

She took his hand, rubbed it over her rounded but- 
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tocks, then around to her mounded belly. Desire inflamed 
him. He could not help himself. He turned off the lamp, 
threw off his pajamas, seized her and lost himself in her 
warm, scented flesh. He performed well with her and he 
had her twice during the night and once in the morning. 
He felt guilty about it for a long time, even though he 
had been trapped into it and could not help him self, 

So he had cheated on Nora only twice, and neither 
time because he had wanted to cheat on her. 


Now, as he found himself pulling up before the Aus¬ 
tin’s house, there was Penny coming along the walk. He 
had come to her without really being aware of it, without 
actually desiring her. He knew why, of course. He need¬ 
ed to forget his wife’s infidelity. Liquor had not brought 
him forgetfulness; perhaps Penny Austin could. 

He reached across the seat and opened the door. “Get 
in, you redlieaded tramp," be said, hating both her and 
himself. 
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THEY drove across town and entered the Expressway 
at the Northgate cloverleaf. Dave pushed the Buick up to 
sixty and for the next twenty-odd miles not a word passed 
between them. Near the Harrisburg-East Shore entrance 
to the Pennsylvania Turnpike, he swung off the Express¬ 
way to find a motel They checked in at the first decent- 
appearing one they saw, a defiant mood causing him to 
sign the registration card as Mr. and Mrs. David Osborne 
instead of using a fictitious name. 

Once they were in their room, he said, “We should 
have brought some liquor along,’* 

Penny shook her head. “YouVe had enough and I don t 
need any." 

He gazed at her without tenderness, with neither pleas¬ 
ure or desire. She was a damn attractive piece and he 
wondered on many occasions what it would be hke to 
hold her in his arms. Now, hating her because she was a 
woman and all women were cheats, he felt more like 
roughing her up, hurting her, than making love to her. 

She watched him with a half-amused, half-challenging 
expression. When he moved toward her, she quickly 
eluded his reaching hands. 

“Let me get my dress off,” she said, “1 don’t want to 
look as though 1 went through a war when we leave 
here.” 

He waited, watching as she removed her beige sheath, 
126 
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and put it carefully over the back of a chair. She turned 
toward him, smiling wantonly. She wore no slip, only 
panties and a bra which barely contained her abundant 
breasts* 

"AH right, you. You ve wanted it for a long time, so now 
take it ” 

'Who said I ever wanted you, you redheaded bitch?^ 

"Nobody needed to say it. IVe seen you looking at this 
chassis, big boy—plenty of times.** 

"And so you had to throw it at me, first chance you 
got*" 

"YouVe still got a choice—take it or leave it.” 

His fingers locked around her left wrist and his other 
hand clutched her hair in a twisting grip. She tried to get 
away but he pulled her against him and kissed her 
roughly* For a moment she submitted, then snapped her 
teeth hard on his lower lip. He swore wnth pain and re¬ 
leased her* 

She laughed at him. "So you're going to take it, are 
you?” 

"Try and stop me." 

"I just might. I don't Hke the mood you're in " 

He caught her again, grabbing her about the waist* He 
felt her bare flesh beneath his hands and was instantly 
aware of surging passion. She put her hands against Iiis 
chest, tried to keep him from pulling her to him. Failing 
in that, she struck him with her fist. He cursed her, 
slapped her in the face. She reeled backward, off balance 
and slumped against the foot of the bed. He got liis 
fingers inside her bra and ripped it from her. She came at 
him fiercely, her fingers hooked, talon-like, her teeth 
bared, and tried to claw his face. He seized her right 
arm, spun her about and closed his arms tightly about 
her from behind. His hands cupping her breasts, he held 
her close while she strained frantically to break loose. 
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Her breathing was labored and between gasps she spat 
obscenities at him. 

Then she snarled bitterly, “Yon bastard, you're hurting 
me because you want to hurt your wife. You're taking it 
out on me for what she's done.** 

“What do you expect—tender caresses?” 

“I can take anything you can dish outP 

She slammed her head back against his face. Again 
there was pain for him and he lost his hold on her. She 
twisted around, tried to knee him in the groin but he 
caught her upraised knee and toppled her backward onto 
the bed. He ripped off her panties, and now she wore 
only white plastic earrings, a matching bracelet, and 
white pumps. She lay still but her narrowed gray-green 
eyes watched him closely. The realization came to him 
that she was just waiting for a chance to kick him. 

“Stay like that" he ordered her^ “Move a muscle and 
ril slug hell out of you." 

“Bastardl” she said. "Oh, you filthy bastard, you!” 

Wlien he moved back to undress, she kicked off her 
shoes but made no attempt to get from the bed. 

Then she taunted him as he stood naked before her: 
“What s so special about you that Nora shouldn't have 
another man if she wants one? TeU me. 1 certainly can’t 
see for myself!” 

He did not reply but moved warily toward her. She 
lay supine and motionless until he came down upon her, 
then fought him fiercely, raking his chest with her nails 
and closing her teeth on his left shoulder. He seized her 
wrists, forced her arms above her head, and pressed her 
face to one side with his own. She squirmed beneath 
him, trying to keep him from his goal. But in a moment 
he had her helpless and she gasped and went limp. 

He took her with a passion fired by his anger and 
hatred and he brought her quickly to a shuddering peak. 
He continued his violent assault on her for his own 
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pleasure now, even though she pleaded with him to let 
her go—crying that she had had enough* But after a few 
minutes she subsided again. Her body lost Its limp sub¬ 
missiveness and once more began to respond. She moaned 
as with pleasurable agony and wrapped her now freed 
arms about him. He carried her along with him through 
soaring passion until, together, at last they reached the 
crest of sensation. Then came the aftermath of plunging 
downward into a passionless void. He rolled oflE her and 
lay spent beside her. 

Minutes passed with neither of them moving or speak¬ 
ing. Then Penny turned toward him and tried to put her 
arms about him. 

“Dave,"* she whispered, “Dave, it was wonderful!* 

He pushed her seeking arms aside and got out of the 
bed. He dressed quickly and then, standing with his 
back turned, he lit a cigarette. 

“Get up and get dressed,” he said. “I want to get out of 
here.” 

“All right, darling.* 

For Penny, she sounded strangely subdued. 

They drove the twenty miles back to town in as many 
minutes, neither one speaking the entire way. Another 
ten minutes brought them to Wilshire Heights. When 
they pulled up before her house, he immediately reached 
across her and opened the door. She turned to hiTn 
pleadingly. 

“Dave, please don't push me out as though I'm a cheap 
whore. I don't give myself to every man and I do have 
feelings—just as you do.” 

He stared at her coldly. "What do you want now, for 
God's sake? A promise of undying love?" 

“I could do with a promise—a promise that you won t 
be too rough on Nora. Just remember that she didn't go 
with Hoyt merely because she wanted another man. She 
went with him only because she thought she could help 
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to get that \dce-presidency for you. Promise me that, 
Dave, You must have worked oflF your anger on me. So 
promise—pleaseP 

“Next youH be saying you went with me just to get me 
to make such a promise,*" 

“Maybe I did, in part, because Tm fond of Nora, And 
maybe I did partly for you, bei^use you needed some¬ 
body tonight. You felt alone in the world and—” 

“And your being a tramp had nothing to do widi it 

ehr 

“Maybe my being a tramp did have something to do 
with it, too. Oh, TU be honest and admit that I wanted 
you. But do you promise?” 

“Yes, damn it, I promise “ 

She leaned close, kissed him on the cheek, then got 
from the car. She closed the door, and looked in at him. 

“If you love her, and I know you do, all this fooHshness 
need not be the end of the world, Dave.** 

“All right, aU right" 

“Goodnight," she said, and started along the walk. 

“Penny." 

She faced about, “Yes, Davef^ 

"I'm sorry about calling you that name," 

“I know you are," she said, and stood watching as he 
drove away. 

At one twenty-seven Dave arrived home. He entered 
the house reluctantly, knowing that he would quarrel 
with Nora—and knowing too that he would have to ac^ 
cept the status quo. What was done was done. There was 
no undoing her infidelity, which, after all, had been com¬ 
mitted because she hoped to help him win the job he 
wanted. Or had she gone witli Hoyt for only that reason? 
Possibly she had really wanted to shray—and had wel¬ 
comed an excuse. Perhaps she had had a yen for Brandon 
Hoyt Exasperated, he swore to himself, A man could not 
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know what really motivated another personas actions—not 
even those of his own wife, 

Dave found Nora in bed but awake and waiting for 
him. She was lying on her side, propped up on an elbow 
with a book open beside her. She closed the book, sat up, 
gazing at him accusingly. Her black hair was prettily 
tousled. She was wearing a pale yellow nightgown and 
she was so lovely. He looked away, for looking at her hurt 
too much. Another man had possessed her and Dave had 
the absorb feeling that she was now somehow difiEerent 
from the woman he loved. 

"Well, you and Bill Marsten did make an evening of 
it,” she said, “He really must have worked on you ” 

Removing his coat, he said tonelessly, “I spent about 
twenty minutes with Bill,” He went to the closet, placed 
his coat on a hangar. “I spent the rest of the night going 
from bar to bar, trying to get stoned." 

“Oh? And just why did you feel the need to get 
stoned?” 

He looked directly at her. "I heard about yon and 
Brandon Hoyt." 

Nora remained very still, seeming not even to breathe. 
Her face drained of color, became chalky. After a long 
moment she lowered her gaze from his and stared at her 
hands that were clasped on her lap. Then she looked up 
again, her face stricken. 

"You know why I did it, don’t you?” 

"I know why you think you did it. You convinced your¬ 
self you were doing it for me,” 

“You needed help.” 

"And you gave yourself to that bastard to get me that 
help. Do you actually think hell keep his word—if he 
gave you his word on anytliing?” 

"Tm hoping hell keep it, Dave,” 

"You re hoping, for chrisesake ” He removed his shirt, 
threw it and his tie onto the chaise lounge. "For your in- 
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formation, I have a way to handle Brandon Hoyt—and 
itll be my way and no tyours that gets me that job ” 

"All right, Dave, If you can swing it on your own, ITl 
be glad I want you to feel that you ve done it on your 
own. But I was worried. I was scared to death that we 
would have to give up this house—the plans weVe made 
for Louise and for the future, I didn’t want Hoyt God 
knows I didn’t want to do such a thing. I bated doing it, 
believe me, I hated every minute of it and—” 

“The hell you say,” he cut in savagely, "Sex is sex, and 
you can’t tell me you turned frigid just because you went 
to bed with another man beside me. Damn it, Nora, I 
never wanted us to be like this. It’s a lousy situation for a 
man to be in ” 

He removed his T-shirt and Nora, gazing at him, said 
bitterly, “But your never wanting us to be like this didn’t 
stop you, did it?” 

“Just what do you mean by that?” 

“Look at yourself. And don't tell me you got those 
marks pub-crawling. Only a woman leaves marks like 
those.” 

He looked down at himself and saw the four long red 
scratches on his chest from Penny’s clawing fingernails, 
And on his left shoulder was a clearly defined set of teeth 
marks where Penny had bitten him, 

“So I wanted to get even,” he said, some part of him 
wanting to protect Penny, “And I picked up a twenty- 
doUar whore.” 

Tears welled in Nora’s eyes. "All right. So you had to 
get even and you picked up a twenty-dollar whore. Just 
where does all this leave us? What has it to do with us?” 

“All I know is that I’ll get that damned vice-presidency 
for us. And I'll get it my way. I’ve got enough on Brandon 
Hoyt to make him drop his Air Force pal like a hot rock 
and back me instead. And that, my cheating little bitch, 
is more than aO your fornication would do in a lifetime ” 
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He turned and strode toward the door, 

Frightened, Nora called, “Dave^ where are you going?" 

‘‘Downstairs to get swaclced " he said flatly, “To drink 
myself blotto and try to forget that you let that bastard 
lay you." 

Nora began to sob painfully. To keep him from hear¬ 
ing, she buried her face in the pillow. She wept with the 
hurt of knowing that Dave had been with another wom¬ 
an and with fear of what was happening to their mar¬ 
riage. 

Sobbing into her pillow until she was exhausted, at 
last she fell into a troubled, fitful sleep. 

In the morning, during the brief interval between get¬ 
ting dressed and Dave s leaving for the plant, Nora saw 
the pattern of what their marriage was now to be. Dave 
was civil, even polite, but nothing more. He did not speak 
one unnecessary word. Their marriage was to be kept a 
going thing and for appearances* sake they would seem 
still a devoted couple. But actually they would continue 
to be as estranged and remote from each other as they 
were at this moment. Her affair with Brandon Hoyt 
would not be mentioned again—but it would not be for¬ 
gotten. 

Dave ate his breakfast, said goodbye, and was gone. 
He left her gripped by a chill feeling of impending disas¬ 
ter. 

Clearing the table, Nora found his cigarette lighter be¬ 
side his coffee cup—the little gold fighter engraved widi 
his initials that she had given him when he had moved 
into the carpeted office where he now worked. She had 
wanted to give him something expensive to show how 
deserving she thought him. That he had forgotten the 
lighter this morning seemed somehow symbolic of all that 
was wrong between tliem. She gave way to the tears that 
had been so close to the surface since she awoke. 

By mid-morning she could no longer bear being alone. 
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She needed someone to talk to, a woman friend, and she 
had no confidante except Penny Austin. She picked up 
the phone. 

‘'Penny, it’s Nora, Are you busy?^ 

‘I’m never busy, darling. But what's wrong? You sound 
so strange ” 

“It’s Dave, Penny—he's found out" 

“Oh, no " 

“I need a shoulder to cry on. Do you mind if I come 
over?" 

“Oh, I wish you would, Nora, I always seem to be 
running over to your place to see you.” 

"I’ll be there in ten minutes ” Nora told her. 

Penny came from the house when Nora pulled into 
the Austin’s driveway. She looked, as usual, fresh and 
happy, untouched by trouble. Envying her, Nora won¬ 
dered why everything misfired for her while nothing ever 
seemed to go wrong with Penny’s life. 

They went around to the flagstone terrace where Penny 
had coffee ready, 

“How bad was it?” the redheaded girl asked as she 
poured the coffee, “Did Dave give you a rough time?” 

"Well, he didn’t threaten me with a divorce ” Nora 
said bleakly, “but he was rough when he came home late 
and half-stoned, slapped me in the face with his accusa¬ 
tion, He was mad and said pretty rough things. But the 
worst part of it was that he’d been with a woman. And 
that just tore me all to hell” 

Penny stared at her, “He told you he'd been with a 
woman?” 

“No. She left marks on him.” 

“Marks?” 

“Whoever she is, she's a scrateher and a biter,” 

Penny took a swallow of coffee, lit a cigarette, frowned 
in silence for a time. “You poor kid. What makes it so 
tough is that you’re both such moral people—so puritani- 
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caL Both Dave and you magnify the importance of this 
playing around out of all proportion. But you've got to 
keep these relatively small missteps from smashing your 
marriage, Nora. YouVe just got to.*' 

"'We have a pretty badly smashed marriage now. 
Penny” 

"I wish I knew what to tell you to do*'' 

“To make matters worse, my affair with Brandon was 
probably pointless, Dave said he has his own way to 
force Brandon to drop G^eral Wyman and back him in¬ 
stead” 

“Oh, God—menr Penny snorted. *They're all litde-boy 
show-offs, Dave was just bragging to make himself feel 
better” 

‘Tou really think so. Penny?” 

“Honey, I know men,” Penny said. "To hear my Bart 
talk now, you'd think he climbed to his good job all by 
his own efforts but he's conveniently forgotten that little 
Penny was really responsible. I can’t see Dave or any¬ 
body else forcing Brandon Hoyt into anything.” 

At ten-thirty that morning Dave had caught up with 
his most pressing work* He had Miss Marvin get Harvey 
Ward on the phone. 

“Harv, did you talk it over with Luc^?” 

“Yeah, I talked to her about it ” 

Dave waited, holding his breath. How weird, he 
thought, that my entire future depends upon a drab little 
housewife like Lucy Ward. 

Harvey Ward went on, “She’s all for the idea. I always 
thought that dame was more than a little wacky, and now 
I know it.” 

Dave began to breathe again. “Good for Lucy, I'D have 
to send her some flowers or something to show my appre¬ 
ciation of a very astute young woman ” 

“Just don't send candy,” Ward said. “She's putting on 
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enough weight When do you want the—the thing, 
Dave?"* 

“Can I buy you lunch again today 

“You can buy me lunch any day, paL** 

“See you at twelve. You can give me the thing then* 

“Right, Dave.” 

Dave put down the phone, leaned back in his chair, 
and frowning, lit a cigarette. He did not feel as good 
about his plan now, he told himself, as he should. The 
prospect of cutting the high-and-mighty Brandon Hoyt 
down to size should be pleasant to contemplate. Getting 
the man s support for the vice-presidency should seem 
sweet revenge for Hoyt's plan to put that Air Force 
friend into the office. But Dave could not feel smug about 
it. And he knew why: Because Brandon Hoyt had cuck¬ 
olded him and even while the man was crawling, he 
would secretly be laughing at Dave. 

Still, the photostat of that letter was a weapon power¬ 
ful enough to force Hoyt to back him. His support, to¬ 
gether with that of John Fletcher, should win Dave the 
vioe-presidency hands down. 

He asked Miss Marvin to call Dawson's, the florist 
where he had an account, and have some flowers deliv¬ 
ered to Mrs. Harvey Ward. 

The small gesture would tell Lucy that he was not un¬ 
appreciative—that he would not forget. 

Then, reflectively, he wondered why a man could not 
further his career without women being involved in the 
process. That was, he decided, a sad commentary on the 
state of modem big business. 
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THE weekend was no better than Nora had expected. 
Dave and she went to the club Saturday evening and 
made a public pretense that all was well between them. 
But they were uncomfortable in each others presence. 
Their attempts at conversation were awkward, almost 
embarrassing. Dave drank too much and when they left 
for home, she had to do the driving. 

They spent Sunday visiting Louise at Camp Wee^ni- 
toka. The child again said she wanted to go home but 
this time Nora felt sure she did not mean it. Louise 
was in a happier mood. Under questioning, she reluct¬ 
antly admitted that some of the girls now seemed more 
friendly. As they walked about the grounds, one little 
girl stopped to chat with them; she was a child whose 
angelic expression was belied by the pixyish gleam in 
her blue eyes. This was Gretchen and Nora guessed that 
she was the one selected to break down Louise’s reserve. 
And Gretchen was doing a good job, for in her presence 
Louise talked and laughed in normal little-girl fashion. 

After they had talked to Gretchen, Louise suggested 
a walk in die woods. They agreed, and Dave said, with 
a heavy attempt at humor, that he hoped tihey wouldn’t 
get lost. 

*‘Nobody gets lost. Daddy” Louise told him. “Thats 
silly. In all the time IVe been here, nobody’s ever been 
lost." 
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They walked a long way through the dense woodland, 
Louise saying that they were heading in a westerly di¬ 
rection, She proudly pointed out that she could tell this 
from the position of the afternoon sun and from their 
shadows being behind them. After perhaps an hour they 
caime to a weed grown dirt road. The land beyond this 
road was out of bounds for the young people of Camp 
Wee-ni-toka, Louise ioformed her parents. The counselor 
Miss Leland, never took the girls of her group one step 
across the road that marked the camp boundary. 

“But you could take me just a little farther,*^ Louise 
said. “Will you, Daddy—Mommy?” 

Dave said, “Well, just a little farther, honcyp*^ 

So they went a little farther and found the Secret 
Cave, as the child immediately named the deep hollow 
beneath a rock ledge in the side of a bluff. In a sizeable 
area before the bluff only grass and bushes grew. Louise 
wondered at the lack of fa-ees, and when she insisted upon 
an explanation, Nora made up a story. 

“Once upon a time ” Nora said, “long before the white 
man came to this country, a family of Indians—a father 
Indian, a mother Indian and a little girl Indian—lived 
where Camp Wee-ni-toka now stands. One day their 
wigwam was destroyed by some bad Indians. So the 
little family set out through the forest to find another 
place to build a new wigwam. Well, they walked and 
walked but the forest got thicker and thicker. They just 
couldn^t find a place to live. But then— 

“—then they found this place,"’ Louise broke in. “And 
lived in the Secret Cave " 

“No, not quite,’" Nora told her. “The way the story 
goes. Father Indian and Mother Indian became very 
tired and oh-so very discouraged. They lost all hope 
of finding a new place to live. But Little Girl Indian 
said, ‘Maybe if we pray to the Great Spirit*—which is 
what they called God—He will help us/"" 
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"And tte Great Spirit found this place for them?* 

“Well, yes," Nora said, “But not right away, for the 
Great Spirit helped only those Indians who also helped 
themselves. The Indian family asked Him to help them 
find a place to build their new home. Suddenly the sky 
grew black, black as night in the middle of the day, and 
there was wind and thunder and lightning. There was 
going to be rain, toOp The Indian family had no shelter. 
They started running, looking for a place to protect them 
from the storm. Just before the rain came they found 
this Secret Cave, even though in those days trees grew 
right up to the mouth. 

"And here, inside the cave, they huddled with their 
possessions. And a good thing, too, for the strong wind 
blew dovra all the trees in front of the cave. Then—* 

“So that's why there are no trees here!" Louise ex¬ 
claimed. 

“Yes, that's why* Nora said, laughing. "But I told 
you that the Great Spirit helped only those Indians who 
helped themselves. When the storm passed, the three 
Indians realized what a nice place this would be for a 
home if they deared away all those fallen trees. So they 
began working. They worked for days and days, clear¬ 
ing away the fallen trees. Then they had a nice yard in 
front of their cave and Little Girl Indian played there. 
Birds came to be her friends, and some rabbits, and even 
a little deer. But the strange part was that the trees 
never grew here again,* 

“Oh, thats a wonderful storyl” Louise said, her face 
aglow. ‘Tlven though you made it upl" 

Nora laughed, and so did Dave. 

And just for a little while the three were happy again. 

It did not last, of course. After they had taken Louise 
back to camp and were driving to Lanford, Dave and 
Nora were as much estranged as they had been before 
seeing their daughter. They stopped for dinner at a 
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restauraiit on the way home but Nora only picked at 
her food. When they reached home at eight o’clock, 
Dave suggested they go to the club again. She pleaded 
a headache and told him to go alone if he wished. Then 
she felt hurt when he did go alone. Unhappy and de¬ 
pressed, she went to bed at ten o'clock, taking a sleeping 
piU. 

Monday was a blue day, but in the afternoon Penny 
Austin phoned and asked if Nora would like to drive to 
Baltimore and go shopping. Nora said she would very 
much like to go. She hoped the trip would take her 
mind off her despondency about her marriage, at least 
for a few hours. She left a note for Dave, telling where 
she and Penny were going and that she might he a little 
late in getting home. 

Dave found the note on his study desk when he got 
home at five-thirty. He read it with annoyance. Despite 
their estrangement, he wanted Nora there when he got 
home because the house seemed empty without her. 
Furthermore, he did not like her being away with Penny 
Austin. He wondered what Penny was tr 3 ^g to do. 
Sooner or later Penny would be sure to let her tongue 
slip and Nora would learn that Penny was the woman 
he had been with the other night. Damn Penny, anyway! 

Well, no wonder he was in such a foul mood. He had 
had a bad day, starting from the moment he had learned 
that General Lyle Wyman, USF Retired, was in town, a 
guest of the Brandon Hoyts. Then during tlie afternoon 
Hoyt had taken the general through the plant and the 
oflBces, including Dave's. When the pair walked in un¬ 
announced—for Miss Marvin had been away from her 
desk—Dave had been possessed by a wild, compulsive 
urge to slug Hoyt. He had to use all his will power to 
smile pleasantly and acknowledge the introduction to the 
general. The thought had kept running through his mind; 
This is the man who had your wife , , . This is the man 
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who had your wife. He had found himself hating Hoyt as 
he had never before hated anybody. 

As for Wyman, Dave had been impressed to a degree 
—as he would have been by any top flight militaiy man, 
Wyman was tall and slender, with iron-gray hair and 
bronzed skin. Even in civvies he held himself stiff and 
straight. He was austere in manner, clipped of speech. 
With each utterance he had seemed to imitate a more 
famous generals pronouncement: ‘T shall retuml" 

But impressed or not by the visitor s military person¬ 
ality and bearing, Dave would have challenged the 
general s ability, given the opportaiity, to handle this 
oflSce, And as the two had left Dave to continue their 
sightseeing tour, he thought sourly: Get back to the golf 
course, pal, where all retired generals belong. 

The visit had left him in a depressed mood. He had 
had in his pocket the photostat that would certainly end 
Hoyt's sponsorship of Wyman, He had had it since noon^ 
Friday, when Harvey Ward rather reluctantly had hand¬ 
ed the copy to him. 

That afternoon he had planned to have Miss Marvin 
call Hoyt s secretary and make an appointment for him. 
Then he would confront the man with the photostatic 
evidence of his taking kickbacks and his serious breach 
of that important company rule. But back at his office 
after lunch, he had been reluctant to put the call through. 
He had let the afternoon get away from him and today, 
Monday, he had still hesitated to seek an appointment 
He had begun to wonder if he lacked the nerve to carry 
through his plan, or if be had scruples against black¬ 
mail. 

So now, he told himself: Tomoirow p > , Ill see him 
first thing in the morning.., 

But next morning, Tuesday, he waited too long, and 
not until nearly noon did he ask Miss Marvin to call 
Hoyt s secretary. A moment later she told him over the 
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intercom that the appointment was set for next Monday 
afternoon at four o’clock* 

“That’s the best I could do, Mr. Osborne. Mr* Hoyt 
was in his office for only an hour this moming* And he 
won t be in again the rest of the week* Hes going out 
of town ” 

Jolted, Dave silently cursed the subconscious motive 
that had kept him from contacting Hoyt earlier. The 
directors’ meeting was scheduled for ten o'clock and an 
appointment with the man at four would be too late. 
More, it would disastrous. 

“Listen, Hilda,'* he told Miss Marvin. Xet me his 
secretary. I want to talk to her. And by the way, what's 
her name?" 

"Kulaski, Mr, Osborne." 

“Well, let me talk to her" 

A moment later she told him that she had Miss Kulasld 
on the phone. 

He said, “Miss Kulasld, it's very important that I talk 
to Mr. Hoyt before the board meeting on Monday, Im¬ 
portant to him as well as to me. See if you can’t work 
me in early in the morning, won't you?" 

“I'm sorry, Mr, Osborne, but Mr. Hoyt's schedule is 
filled for Monday morning. I could squeeze you in at 
nine, if you don't need more than, say, ten minutes.” 

“I won t need more than two minutes, Miss Kulaski.” 
“Very well. Ill put you down for nine " 

Dave thanked her and set down the phone. He felt 
shaken, unnerved. This was cutting it pretty close. Still, 
it might work out better this way. He would give Hoyt 
the jolt just before the meeting and the man would be 
reeling under it when he went to the board room. Yes, 
that might be better. 

General Wyman's visit to Lanford and to Worden- 
Forbes was given adequate press coverage, even though 
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the publicity was not arranged by Dave^s department 
but by Brandon Hoyt. Both the Monday evening BuUe- 
tion and the Tuesday morning Herald carried interviews 
and pictures of Wyman, The general had denied to re¬ 
porters that his visit to Worden-Forbes meant that he was 
considering joining the corporation as an executive. Ha 
was quoted as saying he had no plans for the future other 
than to live on the nearby farm that be had bought sev¬ 
eral years ago. His farm was close to the Idlewild Golf 
Club, and he hoped to get in a great deal of golf. 

Nora read the publicity given the general and she 
felt sick at heart. She was completely convinced now that 
Brandon Hoyt would not keep his promise to her. He 
had never intended to keep it when he made it, she told 
herself. He had simply used her, made a fool of her* She 
came very close to giving way to tears over the way she 
had been misused and for the wrong being done to 
Dave. 

Again she turned to Penny Austfn, needing to cry on 
someone s shoulder* And Penny, inviting her to lunch 
at the Red Mill on Harverford Road, was understanding 
and sympathetic. 

“Well, you never did really expect Brandon to keep 
his word,” Penny said as they sipped daiquiris, “But that 
doesn t make it any easier to accept, I know. How is 
Dave taking it?” 

“Hard. Or I imagine he is, at least. He doesn t talk 
about it. He doesn't talk anything over with me these 
days," Nora s voice was unsteady, and she had to blink 
away tears, “Were just two strangers shanng the same 
house. Penny. He doesn't say one word more to me than 
is absolutely necessary* And I wouldn't dare bring up 
this thing,” 

“One thing sure, he was Just talking through his hat 
when he said he could force Brandon to back him. As I 
was sure he was.” 
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“I mppose so" 

**1 wish I knew what to tell you to do * 

T wish you did, too," Nora said blealdy, 

The waitress returned and they ordered lunch. Nora 
asked for a salad of fruit and cottage cheese but Penny, 
who never seemed to worry about her figure, said she 
would have the veal scallopine with noodles. They talked 
little; Nora was lost in a gloomy reverie and Fenny was 
in one of her rare thoughtful moods. But later, after or¬ 
dering dessert—for Nora a lime sherbet and Penny a hot- 
fudge sundae—they resumed their discussion. 

“Maybe Dave does have a way to force Brandon to 
back him " Penny said, "then, being Dave, he just hasn't 
the nerve to make use of it." 

“But what do you think Dave's scheme could be, 
Penny?” 

Penny shrugged. “I haven't a single, solitary idea. I 
wish I had. You couldn't sound him out, could you?” 

Nora shook her head. “I wouldn't dare. You just don't 
know how it is between us. If I even mentioned Bran¬ 
don Hoyt, there would be a battle. It preys on Dave’s 
mind that Brandon was my—my lover." 

'"Then there's only one thing to do.” 

“What, Penny? What could we do?” 

“Not we, just L I could see Mark Hammond," 

“Oh, Penny—would you?” 

“For you, yes,” Penny said. “You and Dave are like 
a couple of lost, frightened children. Somebody's got to 
help you, and Td never forgive myself if I didn’t try. 
Anyway, Mark Hammond will arrive in town a day or 
two before the directors’ meeting and he always calls me, 
even if he doesn’t want a date. Poor Mark s dating days 
are about over now because he’s getting on in years. But 
when he calls. I’ll ask him to meet me. And I’ll plead 
your—and Dave's—case." 

‘Tenny, you're a doU—a real pal" 
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TTm just an old softie,” Penny said, smiling wryly. 
^Next, m be taking in stray cats and dogs. But don't get 
your hopes too Mgb^ I can go only so far with Mark; he's 
not indebted to me, or at least he doesn’t feel that he is. 
I'll teU him what the situation is between Dave and 
Brandon and try to make hkn see Dave is experienced 
where that Air Force character is not. That’s as far as 
I can go without stepping out of bounds. But if Mark 
should feel that Dave wiU make a better vice-president 
than General Wyman, he’ll squash Brandon like a bog. 
One thing always comes first with old Mark, and that’s 
Worden-Forbes” 

*Tenny, I think youH save Dave and me ” Nora said, 
frantically clutching at this last straw of hope, “If you 
do, m love you forever.” 

Penny lauded. 'Tlease, doling, Fm not like that Tve 
never been double-gaited in my life ” 

“Oh, I didn't mean—” 

"I know you didn't" the redheaded girl said, T was 
fust having my little joke ” 

Penny pleaded another engagement when they left 
the restaurant but she did not hurry away when they 
reached their separate cars on the Red Mill parking lot. 
She got behind the wheel of her convertible and waited 
until Nora drove off in her station wagon. Then she got 
from her car and went to the telephone booth at the 
side of the old stone building. She called Worden- 
Forbes and asked for Mr, David Osborne, Public Rela* 
tions. 

“One moment, please,, 

Another feminine voice said, “Mr, Osborne’s secretary, 
Who is calling?” 

Secretaries, Penny thought and made a face. They 
guarded their bosses more staunchly than wives did their 
husbands, 

“Mrs. Bart Austin” 
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''One moment, Mrs. Austin. TU see if Mr. Osboma is 
in his oflSce.” 

'Tfou know damned well he’s in his office^ dearie ” Pen¬ 
ny said. *Tou just put him on now, you hear?" 

Miss Marvin did not answer, but in a moment Dave 
said guardedly, “HeUo, Mrs. Austin ” 

'TTiis is Penny, Dave. Let's not play games. If you 
can't brust your secretary not to listen in, you'd better 
get one you can trust. Dave, IVe got to see you " 

Sounding annoyed, he said, “I'm pretty busy, Penny ” 

“Well, just don't be too busy. IVe come from having 
lunch and an interesting discussion with Nora. Now IVe 
got to see you.” 

“WeU...AU ri^t” 

“Make it five o'clock, at that place east of town—the 
Florida Room. Okay, Dave?” 

“Okay,” he said grudgingly. 

Leaving the booth and returning to her car, Penny 
decided that she did not quite understand herself. She 
sat there for a moment, wondering why she was going to 
all this bother. It was not at al like her to help others. 
She was essentially selfish, and believed that charity be¬ 
gan and ended at home. Never in her life had she gone 
out of her way to help anyone. But here she was, in a 
dither to help the Osbornes. 

Though seldom self-analytical, she did try to puzzle 
out this act of unselfishness on her part. She was fond 
of Nora. She had never been as friendly with another 
woman. Penny was no woman's woman, that was for 
sure, and she never had been. But Nora liked her and 
she liked Nora. Why that should be. Penny had no idea, 
for they had little in common, actually. Nora was pretty 
much of a prude, and she—well, she was just the op¬ 
posite. 

Still, she liked Nora and held a sort of protective feel¬ 
ing toward her. That was a part of it Dave was another 
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part, she supposed. It was odd how she felt about Dave 
Osborne. Usually when she had had a man other than 
her husband, she forgot the relationship immediately 
after leaving his arms. But she had not forgotten that 
night at the motel with Dave, She had told him then 
that being with him had been wonderful, and she had 
meant it, He^ had given her the most excitingly pleasur¬ 
able hour she had ever experienced. He might not be 
much of a business go-getter but as a lover he was some¬ 
thing special. True, he had taken her in anger and maybe 
that had made it more exciting. However he had taken 
her, she had enjoyed him more than any man she had 
ever had and, she wryly admitted to herself, that state¬ 
ment covered a wide territory. But she was not able to 
forget Dave. So that fact, too, must be behind her want¬ 
ing to help the Osbornes, 

Whatever her motives, she didn't want to see their 
lives completely smashed. They were fouled up enough 
already, poor kids. 

Penny drove into town, left the convertible on a park¬ 
ing lot and spent the early part of the afternoon in the 
stores. She made but one purchase, a two-strand set of 
orchid beads with matching earrings. She paid twenty- 
two dollars plus tax, an outlandish price for something 
she would wear only a few times. But she had felt an 
mge to buy something and she saw really nothing she 
needed or cared to have. She had reached the point at 
which shopping was no longer a thrilling and novel past¬ 
time, as it had been in the old hungry days when Bart 
and she had lived on a tight budget. 

At four-thirty she walked to the parking lot, got in her 
convertible and drove west through town. She felt a 
rising excitement because of the prospect of seeing 
Dave again and wondered if she wanted a rematch 
with him. Would she have another date vrith him, realiz- 
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ing—-as she now did—that Nora was her one woman 
friend? She did not know the answer to that. 

The Florida Room, on Route 30, was a squat, white, 
windowless building with a pair of phony royal palms 
out front to supplement the subtropicd decor inside. She 
parked the convertible among the half dozen cars al¬ 
ready there and went into the eocktail lounge. Taking 
a stool at the bar, she ordered a daiquiri and almost im¬ 
mediately a Latin type right out of The Untouchables 
tried to move in on her. 

‘'Blow, Joe,” she said, freezing all over him. ^low, or 
I yeU to the management" 

He gave her a scowl that would have done a hoodlum 
proud, but moved back to his stool farther along the bar* 

She ht a cigarette, took a sip of her drink, and then, 
promptly at five, Dave arrived. He, too, was wearing a 
scowl. 

Taking the stool to her right, he said, low-voiced, 
“Damn it. Penny, what are you trying to do, mess things 
up for me more than they already are?” 

“Now, why would I do such a thing, darling?” 

The barman came and Dave asked for a scotdr on the 
rocks. 

Then he turned back to her. "Seeing Nora aD the time, 
youre sure to give it away—about us, I mean ” 

"She already knows you were with a woman that 
night, remember,” 

"She doesn*t know the woman was you.” 

"Would that bother her more?” 

"You loaow it would. She thinks of you as a friend. 
Nora's pretty naive about some things.” 

“So are you, darling ” Penny said. “Let's have a little 
privacy for this conference, shall we?” 

They took their drinks to a booth. Dave got out ciga¬ 
rettes, gave her one and took one for himself. He lit 
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both with his lighter. He was still scowlmg and watching 
her warily, 

"Knock off the grudge, for Pete's sake * she told him. 
"I didn't ask you here to make a pass at you. I want to 
talk." 

"About what?" 

"About you," Penny said. She drained her glass. "Buy 
me another, lover." 

Dave downed his own drink before signaling the wait¬ 
ress. When their second round came. Penny said, "I'm 
going to say something I had not intended to say, Dave, 
but I think I'd better lay it on the line for you right now, 
so here goes: You’re being completely unfair. Sure Nora 
did something that hurt you, but she did it for you— 
for the future of you both. She didn't stray because of 
any natural inclination on her part. She—" 

"Cut it out. Penny. IVe heard that record too many 
times" 

She ignored that, "It's even-steven between you. You 
squared accounts when you had me. So why the grudge 
against her?" 

Dave did not reply. 

"All right, clam up. But you re being damned rotten 
unfair to her." 

“If you've said it all, let's break this up" 

"I havent got around to saying what I came to say* 
she told him. "You told Nora that you have a way to 
force Brandon Hoyt to drop his Air Force pal and to 
back you. Were you just bragging?" 

“No, I wasn’t just bragging," 

“So? What have you got on him?" 

“Penny, it s none of your business." 

"I'm going to help you, Dave—in spite of your nasty 
mood." 

“How?” 
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“Did you ever hear that Mark Hammond, chairman 
of the board, is an old and good friend of mine?” 

“I’m not exactly deaf to gossip ” 

“Well, goody for you. Any^vay, I’m going to see Mark 
before the board meeting—to go to bat for you. But IVe 
got to have some specifie information, some facts, to get 
you beyond first base. Right now, all IVe got is the argu¬ 
ment that Tm fond of the Osbornes and ^nk you de¬ 
serve the vice-presidency, and that’s not much to sell 
Mark. So if you do have something that will smear 
Brandon Hoyt in Mark’s eyes, that will make this opera¬ 
tion a lot easier for me, and for you, too, will you give, 
or must I go to Mark empty-handed?” 

Dave’s face was dark with anger. "Dammit, Penny, 
just keep out of my afFaIrs. I’m fed up with women who 
try to excuse their sleeping around because they re Tielp- 
ing someone,’ for God’s sake. Do it for Bart if he puts up 
with it, but don’t do it for me, I can’t take that phony 
stuff" 

He swallowed the rest of his drink, slammed the glass 
down on the formica table top and got up from the 
booth. He stood bitterly gazing down at her, “I’ll tell you 
what I told Nora. I’m getting that vice-presidency and 
getting it strictly on my own. Not through any of her 
two-timing Tielp’—or any of yours. And that’s it,” 

“Dave, don’t go," Peggy begged. ’Please don’t go,” 
But he strode away and out the door. 

Penny sat there in the midst of her shattered good in¬ 
tentions, telling herself that she was a fool and that she 
should have known better. You simply could not reason 
with anyone like Dave Osborne. He would try to bull it 
through alone and naturally he would mess things up 
for himself and Nora. Penny was quite sure that he did 
have something on Brandon Hoyt and she was equally 
sure that he lacked the nerve to make use of it. She 
would not pity him when that Air Force general got the 
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vice-presidency but she would feel sorry for Nora. She 
sighed, finish^ her drink, then picked up her purse 
and left the booth. 

About to turn away, she noticed that Dave had left 
his cigarettes and lighter on the table. She picked them 
up and put them in her purse, having no idea when she 
would have a chance to give them to him. This was 
probably the last time she would ever be alone with him. 
The thought saddened her. 

For in one way, at least, Dave Osborne was very 
much a man. 
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TO NORA'S despair, the breach between Dave and her 
widened during the next few days. Dave did not com© 
home until late Tuesday night and when he did arrive he 
was weO stoned. He ofiEered neither explanation nor apol¬ 
ogy for his late arrival or his condition. He merely stared 
in silent accusation at Nora as he stalked stiffly through 
the living room on his way upstairs. 

In the morning he looked deathly ill with a hangover 
and again had nothing to say to her. He was no longer 
being polite or even civil. 

As she was about to go to the garage, she found the 
courage to say, “Dave, please—is this because you think 
IVe done something wrong again? If you do, its all in 
your imagination. You've got to believe thatl" 

“Quit nagging at me,'' he said angrily, “1*11 be damned 
if I'm going to be nagged at." 

And with that, he drove off to the office, 

Wednesday evening he came home early but was srill 
in an ugly temper. He ate little at dinner and then spent 
the evening drinking alone. She had been rebuffed that 
morning and did not try to get to him that evening. Dis¬ 
couraged, she concluded that any attempt to break down 
the wall between them was useless. 

Thursday morning was no better and Thursday night 
he did not come home until nearly one o'clock. He had 
been drinking again and he looked tormented. Nora was 
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badly frightened and dreaded to think how this night¬ 
mare would end. Friday morning, after he had left the 
house, she wept for him, for them both. She was con¬ 
vinced now that her affair with Brandon Hoyt was only a 
part of the reason for Dave^s behavior. The other part, 
she felt sure, was his gnawing fear that lie would not get 
the vice-presidency. He was being tom apart and to Nora 
it seemed that he was slowly destroying them both. 

In desperation, she put through a call to Brandon 
Hoyt, As usual, she got his secretary and had to give her 
name. 

Tm sorry, Mrs. Osborne,” the secretary said, “but 
Mr. Hoyt is out of town and won’t be in his office until 
Monday morning.” And then, slyly: '’Didn’t Mr* Oshome 
tell you?” 

‘Terhaps he did,” Nora said, “and it slipped my mind. 
Thank you, anyway ” 

She put down the phone, her desperation now a 
frantic thing. She had hoped to beg Brandon, humbly 
and abjectly, to give Dave his support, offering in return 
to do anything he wanted. But she was denied even the 
chance to so demean herself. 

There was still Penny, of course, and her promise to 
talk to Mark Hammond on Dave’s behalf* But Penny 
had not phoned or stopped around and she did not 
answer when Nora phoned her. Penny, too, must be away 
* . * She picked up the phone again, dialed the Austin’s 
number. Her hands were trembling violently. If Penny 
had forgotten to see Mark Hammond, all was lost 

This time, however. Penny answered. 

“I m so glad I caught you in," Nora said* "IVe been 
trying and trying to get you." 

“I only got home an hour ago," Penny said. "I ran 
up to New York for a couple of days with Bart to a con¬ 
vention. He's back in Dayton again and won’t be home 
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until the middle of ne^ct week. * . How are things widi 
you, Nora?” 

"Bad, Penny. Worse than ever.” 

"Dave's stiU being the heavily wronged husband?” 

Nora said that Dave and she were becoming more 
and more estranged. "He’s drinking heavily aU the time. 
He's hardly ever at home and he won t talk to me at all 
now. At first I ihought he suspected me of—of cheating 
again. But now I think he's broken up because he’s con¬ 
vinced he won’t get the vice-presidency. I tried to call 
Brandon Hoyt but his secretary says he’s out of town 
and won’t be back until Monday morning.” 

“And this board meeting is MondayF’ 

“Yes.” 

“Well, it’s a cinch that Dave won’t have time to force 
Brandon into backing him—even if he does have some¬ 
thing on that character." 

“I've lost hope, Penny, Unless you .,, 

"I haven’t forgotten," Penny said. "Ill keep my promise, 
Mark Hammond is in town at the Harrison and I spoke 
to him on the phone before I went to New York. I’m 
seeing him this evening at seven, for a talk. So Ill give 
it the old college try, Nora. TU do my best" 

“Thanks, Penny. You don’t Imow how grateful I am." 

“As I said before, don’t get your hopes up too high. 
I can only tell Mark how deserving you and Dave are, 
and that really doesn't carry too much w eight. If I knew 
what Dave had on Brandon, I could tell the old boy. If 
Dave’s got something really serious, Mark might go after 
Brandon s scalp at the board meeting. But I don’t suppose 
there’s any way to make Dave tell what it is " 

“No way that I know, Penny.” 

“Too bad. But Vll do my best, and yon—well, you keep 
your fingers crossed,” 

“Youll call me right after you’ve seen Mr. Hammond?" 

“As soon as I leave him," Penny promised. “ "Bye now." 
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Nora said goodbye and put down the phone. She was 
unsure of whether or not to hope. Penny seemed not at 
all certain she could influence Hammond. If Penny failed 
now, it could mean real disaster. Dave was showing a 
weakness she had never suspected and she feared that 
if he failed to win die viee-presidency, he would have 
lost the will to try again for promotion. He seemed to be 
going to pieces even now* And if that were actually the 
case, could he ever again get hold of himself? She could 
see him, her beloved Dave, wasting himself, chained 
forever to some mediocre job, like his friend, Harv Ward. 
Oh, no—not that, she thought in despair* 

She could not know if Dave would be home early, 
but she made her preparations for dinner. She removed 
two steaks from the freezer, got together the ingredients 
for a tossed salad, cutting them to size in the olivewood 
salad bowl. That done, she went upstairs for her bath. 
She put on a sheer, pale blue dress, white pumps, and 
white plastic jewelry. She did her hair and her face with 
extra care, which took more makeup than usual. Like 
Dave, she was showing signs of the strain they were 
under and her color was not good. There were blue 
black smudges beneath her eyes. 

Just before five-thirty, Dave's usual time to arrive 
home, she was so on edge tiiat she felt the need of a 
drink. She placed ice cubes in a shaker, added the mak¬ 
ings for a daiquiri. She shook the mixture briefly, poured 
it into a cocktail glass. Sipping the daiquiri, she went to 
the living room and stood at the picture window* Far 
down Elm Drive, a car appeared but it turned in at the 
Jenkens' driveway. Another car came in sight but 
that was not Dave's either. She knew by the time she 
had finished the daiquiri that this was another evening 
she would spend alone. Depressed and sorry for herself, 
Nora returned to the kitchen and made another daiquiri* 
She ate a few crackers with pineapple cheese spread 
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while drinking the second cocktail and that was her din¬ 
ner* Presently she made a third daiquiri. The drinks were 
making her lightheaded without lifting her spirits. 

Penny called much sooner than Nora had expected. 
When the phone rang at twenty minutes past seven 
Nora's first thought was that Penny had been tmable 
to get anywhere with Mark Hammond, 

"Didn't it work out, Penny?" she asked, 

"It’s too early to tell," Penny said. “I spoke my piece 
and Mark s being nice about it* That’s why I’m calling 
so soon. Are you alone^ Nora?” 

"Yes. Why?” 

"Mark would like to talk with you. I think you should 
come and join us. You can teO him far better than I can 
just why Dave is the man for die job ” 

"Ill come, of oouTse ” 

"Can you make it right away?” Penny said, "1 have 
a date and can’t stay here much longer.’^ 

"I’ll leave now,” 

"Good,” Penny said, “We re in the cocktail lounge at 
the Harrison. ’Bye now,” 

Nora put down the phone and hurried to her bedroom 
to check her makeup and run a comb through her hair. 
She gave herself a quick inspection in the full-length 
mirror, decided that her dress would do, snatched up 
her purse and rushed down to the garage. She reached 
midtown in fifteen minutes, then spent ten more finding 
a parking lot three blocks from the Harrison. The hurried 
walk to the hotel left her breathless and flushed as she 
entered the lobby. 

Pausing just inside the cocktail lounge, she tried to 
let her eyes adjust to the semidarkness but Penny saw 
her and waved. As Nora approached the booth, Mark 
Hammond rose so that she could seat herself. Once she 
was settled and he sat beside her, Penny introduced 
them in her breezy manner, 
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**Nora, my good friend Mark ., Mark my good friend 
Nora” 

Smiling, Nora looked directly at Mark Hammond for 
the first time. 

He was a big man, a giant of a man, an outdoors type 
with a deeply weathered face. A run of silver hair sur¬ 
rounded his massive bald head. He was in his sixties, but 
his smile was youthful and his bright blue eyes alert and 
knowing, Nora could see at once that be had been a 
handsome man, was still a handsome man, in a rugged, 
well-aged fashion and he radiated a sense of virility that 
had an immediate impact upon her. Here is a real man, 
she reflected. 

“Nice of you to come, Nora,” he said, offering his hand, 
“You're every bit as lovely as Penny said,” 

She gave him her hand and had it swallowed In the 
vastness of his. He held it a little longer than was neces¬ 
sary, smiling at her while his knowing blue eyes ap¬ 
praised her, as they had doubtlessly appraised a thousand 
women before her, 

“What would you like to drink?” he asked, finally re¬ 
leasing her hand. 

“IVe already had my quota,” she said. “But since this 
is an occasion—well. I'd like a daiquiri, please ” 

“Another for you. Penny?” he asked. 

Penny shook her head, “I ve got to rush. I'll finish this 
one, then leave you two to talk things over. Tm awfully 
sorry but I do have this other engagement” 

Penny finished her drink soon after Nora was served 
her daiquiri, then picked up her cigarettes and lighter 
and dropped them into her purse, Nora noticed the gold 
lighter and thought how like Dave's it was. Only after the 
redhead had gone did the thought strike her that she had 
never seen Penny carry a lighter before; she had always 
used matches. Then the lighter must be Dave’s—the one 
she had given him to celebrate his new job. 
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But when and how had Penny gotten the costly gad¬ 
get? Nora could guess but she hated to believe the obvi¬ 
ous ansvrer* Why, Penny was her friend. She would not 
be having an affair with Dave, Surely, he could not have 
been with Penny that night—and perhaps since. Penny 
could not—would not—be on her way to meet him now. 
Repeatedly Nora kept telling herself that her fears were 
foolish; then she realized that Mark Hammond was talk¬ 
ing to her and she had not caught one word he had said. 
She tried to rid her mind of these dark thoughts and listen 
to him, 

**l doubt if your husband has anytihing on Brandon 
Hoytr he was saying, '"Brandon s too foxy to let anybody 
mmeuver him into a tough spot. Besides, it seems to me 
that if your Dave has any valid evidence that Brandon 
has been cutting comers, he would have used it" 

“Dave does have something, Mr, Hammond ” Nora 
said, “I know he has. He doesn't say things he doesn’t 
mean. He’s not—well, a bluffer or a liar. If only you’d talk 
to him, Fm sura he’d tell you what it is,** ^ 

“Oh, I don’t think it will be necessary for me to see 
him," 

“You mean—Nora said, feeling her heart give a wild, 
hopeful lurch. 

“I mean,” he said, smiling at her, “that I m in a mood 
to let you convince me that Dave, and not some retired 
Air Force general, should fill that vice-presidency ” 

Nora went rigid, for his hand moved from atop the 
table to her thigh. 

“Why don’t we go upstairs to Worden-Forbes’ suite?" 
Hammond went on, “This is a matter that needs privacy 
to discuss properly ” 
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HIS oversized hand moved slowly back and forth over 
her thigh in a sensuous caress. Nora inwardly shuddered 
and wanted to cry out: Stop this^ you nasty-minded old 
man, but the reasoning part of her mind warned her to 
keep silent. One wrong move and she would irreparably 
destroy not only Dave's future but hers and Louise's as 
well. 

His fingers started to knead the softj smooth flesh of 
her thigh. Her mind raced frantically this way and that 
like a mouse in a maze, seeking some way of escape. But 
she knew that this was a trap from which she herself had 
blocked every exit—unless she wanted to throw evary- 
thing away. What did it matter? she thought bleakly. 
Dave was involved with Penny and she had lost him for¬ 
ever. But there was no need for her to lose everything 
else. 

How could she be sure, though? She had gone through 
this sort of thing with Brandon Hoyt and his promise 
had turned out to be only a ghastly joke. How could she 
be sure that this man's word was any better than Hoyt s? 
Because Penny had said he kept his promises? Penny, 
she thought bitterly. Her dear, loyal friend, Penny. 

'Penny—she set this up for you, didn’t sheF' 

"For me?” Hammond said, looldng surprised. "My im¬ 
pression was that she set it up for you," 

“How can I be sure youTl keep your word?" 

159 
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“My word is as good as my bond, my dear. Penny 
must have told you that I kept my promise to her ” 

“She did. But it was a long time ago that you helped 
her husband. You could have changed since then ” 

“IVe changed in some ways,'’ he said, smiling wryly. 
“But not in diat way ” 

“YouTl see that Dave gets the vice-presidency?” 

“I will.” 

“You can swing it, even over Brandon Hoyts objec¬ 
tions?” 

*1 can shut him up before he even starb to talk ” he 
said confidently- "I have the board in the palm of my 
hand” 

Nora reached for what was left of her daiquiri. She 
drank it down and stared bleakly at the empty glass while 
his insistent hand still caressed her thigh. She told her¬ 
self that he was not really touching her—not the real 
Nora. She could let him use her body, up there in the 
ninth-floor suite, but she would hold her inner self aloof 
from it. She would not let him reach her, no matter how 
much he caressed her. She would be merely an empty, 
unfeeling vehicle for his physical pleasure, and would 
reject the taint of his maleness even as he labored over 
her in panting quest of sensual satisfaction. 

“All right,” she said, and was surprised by the steadi¬ 
ness of her voice. “All right, IH go ” 

“Good ” he said, and now took his hand away. Tf 
you'd rather not have people see us go up together. Til 
go first. The suite number is—” 

She thought of Dave and Penny, perhaps together this 
very moment, Dave lost in Penny s lush, lovely flesh— 
because he wanted to be. 

She said, “If you re not ashamed for us to be seen 
together, why should I be?” 

He gazed at her with surprise for a moment, then 
shrugged. 
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"“All he said, ‘*Let s be on our way * 

He left the booth and she picked up her purse and 
followed. As they walked together across the lobby to¬ 
ward the elevators she felt dwarfed by his hugeness, Ha 
was slightly stooped, in the manner of many enonnously 
tall men, but even so he must have stood six-feet-four* 
It seemed to her that the eyes of everyone in the lobby 
were on them, knowing where they were going and 
exactly for what purpose. She held her head high, think¬ 
ing: Go on and stare. If youve never seen a whore, 
you re seeing one now, A sob welled up in her throat. 
As they entered an elevator, Hammond said, "Ninth 
floor, son ” 

"Yes, sir, Mr, Hammond,** The door slid closed, and 
they were whisked upward. 

Stepping from the elevator, Nora thought. Welcome 
to the Ninth Floor Club, darling. The initiation is quite 
simple, merely a matter of taking off your panties and 
climbing into the hay* 

She walked beside the huge old man along the cor¬ 
ridor to the suite. He produced a key, unlocked and 
pushed the door open, moving aside to let her enter 
first. She hesitated, held back by a sudden revulsion un¬ 
til his hand closed on her arai and its vast strength 
moved her into the sitting room* of the suite, 

"A drinkr* he asked, going to the bar in the comer. 
"Fin having one.** 

"Yes, thanks,** she said tonelessly. 

The more numb she became, the better. 

He returned to her with two tall drinks, handed her 
one, then, his hand gripping her arm again, led her into 
one of the adjoining bedrooms. He shut the door and 
Nora felt herself a prisoner in a remote, ugly comer of 
the world where she would be soiled forever. In this large 
room, with the two double beds and chaise lounge, Nora 
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guessed, the visitors must spend most of their time in a 
horizontal position. 

She took a fast swallow of her drink, then placed the 
tumbler and her purse on the bureau, removed her 
plastic costume jewelry, her dress and slip. She turned 
to him in panties and bra. He stood sipping his drink, 
feasting his eyes on her partially nude body. 

“As I said downstairs,” he told her, “IVe changed in 
some ways. Age has caught up with me, to my sorrow. 
Unfortunately, I seem to have more failures than succes¬ 
ses with women nowadays. This may be another failure.” 

"If it is, you can’t hold me to blame,” Nora said. '‘YouTl 
still keep your word?” 

“Ill stiU keep my word,” he said. “And youTl get an 
A for trying ” 

He finished his drink and set down his empty glass, 
then began removing his clothes. Hoping this would be 
another failure for him, desperately wishing so, Nora 
went to one of the beds and turned down the spread and 
upper sheet She took a long time doing it, dreading to 
face him again. When she turned, he was completely 
disrobed. With a sinking heart, she saw with revulsion 
the sagging of his flesh. But, too, she saw—and was even 
more impressed than before—the great size of hhm 
Despite herself, she wondered what it would be like to 
be possessed by a man so huge. With the thought came 
self-disgust, and she strove to reach that state of aloof¬ 
ness she had promised herself to attain. He came to her, 
this great, gaunt man, and ran his hands over her. She 
unhooked her bra, freed her breasts, and he captured 
them, fondling them roughly. She removed her panties, 
closing her mind to the things his hands did to her. He 
drew her down onto the bed with him, and she lay 
supine and he on his side. Mercifully, she was able to 
force herself into a remoteness from it all and so she 
remained essentially untouched by his caresses. 
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After a time, lie said plaiutivelyj “It's no good. You'D 
have to help me. You know how?” 

Nora knew how. She knew from the times when she 
had wanted Dave and he had been slow to be aroused. 
She turned toward the big old man and with her hands 
and hps tried to do what he was unable to aocODiphsh 
for himseD. She did all the mad, erotic things but in a 
numbed, mechanical way, striving to earn the vice-presi¬ 
dency for Dave. Yet Hammond s impotence refused to 
yield. At first she merely succeeded in doing what she did 
not want to do—arouse herseD. She went from total Jack 
of feeling to soaring passion and then to torment in the 
face of his continued inability. 

Unleashed desire drove her to a fren^. And suddenly, 
miraculously, her desire was communicated to him. He 
seized her by the shoulders and turned her roughly onto 
her back. 

“Oh, yes—yes!" she gasped. 

He came onto her, and she had to throttle a scream 
that rose in her throat with the hard jolt of his manhood. 
After that she moaned with the joyous sensation of 
passion accommodated and finally shrieked with the 
agonizing ecstasy of fulfillment. 

Afterward, when he had removed himself from her, 
she lay at rest in the surcease of passion. Disgust came 
and it was entirely for herseE She had joined in the 
coupling of bodies with aU her being and so she was to 
blame for her own degradation. I'm wanton, she thought; 
I deserve all the ugly things that happen to me. She felt 
that she should weep for herself but she was far beyond 
tears. 

The man beside her had fallen into a deep sleep and 
his loud, asthmatic breathing rasped against her nerves. 
She got from the bed and snatched up her clothing, 
dressing with haste to hide her body. She got her purse 
from the bureau and, without reaUy looking at herself 
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in the mirror, touched up her lips and combed her hair. 
She walked quicHy into the sitting room and closed the 
door behind her. She had not looked again at the sleep¬ 
ing man. She had no thought of waking him, even for 
reassurance that he would keep his promise. 

She left the suite and the hotel. Reaching the street, 
she paused to orient herself, not knowing in which direc¬ 
tion lay the parking lot where she had left her car. Final¬ 
ly she got her bearings and started walking. She walked 
fast, not like a person in a hurry to r^ch a pleasant 
destination but like one fleeing a feared pursuer. She was 
trying to run away from herself. 

Driving directly home and seeing the house dark, she 
knew that Dave had not yet arrived. She ran the station 
wagon into the garage, then sat for a time with her arms 
folded on the steering wheel and her head resting on 
her arms. She simply wanted to die and wondered if she 
would ever rid herself of this nightmare feeling of self¬ 
disgust. 

The ringing of the telephone summoned her out of 
the car and up to the kitchen where she spoke a toneless 
hello into the extension. 

“Mrs. Osborne?” a voice said, “Mrs, David Osborne?” 
-Tes,” 

"Mrs. Osborne, this is John Hadley at Camp Wee-ni- 
toka," 

“Oh, yes, Mr, Hadley ” she said, remembering him as 
the camp director. Then, alarm knifing through her: ^Is 
something wrong? Is Louise ill?” 

“She isnt iU, Mrs, Osborne, but I thought it best to 
call you. Louise has run away from camp. She's been 
gone since four o'clock this afternoon. Thats six hours 
now, and I am, to say the least, becoming upset, IVe 
been trying to reach you for the past two hours and—” 

“Aren't you searching for her?” Nora cut in, her fear 
for LiOuise making her voice sound frantia 
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“We are searching, Mrs. Osborne. IVe called in the 
state police and have also gotten more than thirty voluii' 
teers to help. But we re having a severe electrical storm 
here and that makes looking for her difficult. Td suggest 
that you and Mr* Osborne come up here as soon as pos¬ 
sible." 

“Why? Why did she run away?^ 

“It seems she had a quarrel with one of the other girls,** 
the man said. ‘Will you come, Mrs. Osborne? The child 
will be frightened as well as unhappy when we do find 
her and we feel strongly that her parents should be here 
to comfort her.” 

“We'U be there ” Nora said. “Well leave right away " 

We, she thought cradling the receiver. If only she 
could reach Dave,.. She picked up the phone, dialed 
Penny's number and waited a long time but Penny did 
not answer. She would have to go alone. Oh, Dave— 
Davel was her silent, anguished cry—the cry of a woman 
forsaken, who must face trouble with no one by her side. 

She picked up her purse and car keys, returned to the 
garage and drove a dozen miles before the thought oc¬ 
curred to her that she could have left a note for Dave. 
But dien, she told herself bleakly, he would not have 
found it. He would come home drimk and go to bed, 
never even noticing that she was not there. 
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DAVE again spent the evening pub-crawling, trying to 
drown in liquor the constant, stinging awareness that his 
marriage was a shambles. He felt that nothing could ever 
repair the damage, not even his getting the vice-presi¬ 
dency. That Nora had given herself to Brandon Hoyt had 
cut him deeply and the hurt would be with him all his 
life. Her faithfulness, which he had never even thought to 
question, had always made him vastly proud, especiaUy 
when he heard gossip about the extramarital flights of 
other men's wives. 

But Nora's reason for having the affair with Hoyt had 
struck him an even harder blow. In effect, she had told 
him that she had little or no trust in his ability to give his 
family the security they deserved, so she had sought to 
help him by selling herself. Thereby she had destroyed 
his pride in himself as a man and even his self-confidence 
as a business executive. 

She had ruined the fine thing their marriage had been 
but without accomplishing what she had set out to do. 
There had been no reason on earth for Nora to make a 
whore of herself, as she had so tragically done. By his 
own efforts alone, he would win the vice-presidency. The 
photostated letter was safe in his pocket. And on Mon¬ 
day morning at nine o'clock he would walk into Hoyts 
office and give him an ultimatum? 

"Either back me for the vice-presidency at the board 
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meeting,^ Dave would say, Ill go to H. M. Forbes— 
or to Mark Hammond—with this^ 

Then he would show Hoyt the photostated copy of the 
man s own letter, offering to place an order if he could 
get a return. 

So Dave would get the vice-presidency and his future 
with Worden-For^s would be bright and assured. But 
that would not straighten out his marriage. Even if Nora 
threw herself into his arms and told him that he was an 
all-time wonder-boy, he would never be able to forget 
her lack of faith in his ability—nor her flagrantly degrad¬ 
ing affair with Hoyt, Never could she salve the sickening 
hurt to his pride, Nothing could ever be the same be¬ 
tween them. 

Tonight he sat in a grubby midtown bar, the Barret 
He was on his fifth rye-on-the-rocks and the stuff was not 
doing a thing for him. If he could not soon find a way to 
forget the troubles of his marriage he felt that he would 
crack up. Hell, that would really be something—having a 
breakdown before getting a chance to face that Brandon 
Hoyt bastard. 

Well, if whiskey would not give him forgetfulness, a 
woman might. That thought insinuated itself upon his 
mind and took a tenacious hold. He had not forgotten 
the night he had had Penny Austin. Maybe if he had her 
again ,.. WeU, why not? If Nora saw fit to sleep around, 
there was no reason why he should not do the same. 
One thing was certains with Penny he would feel whole 
again in the manhood department. At least, for a little 
while. 

He left his fifth drink barely touched, rose from his 
stool and walked steadily enough out to his car. 

Fifteen minutes later he pulled into the Austin's drive¬ 
way. He knew that Bart was in Dayton again and he 
hoped that no one else would be with Penny. There weU 
could be someone, of course, for Penny was a real tramp. 
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She could be with anybody. He switched off motor and 
lights, got from the Buick He crossed the lawn to the 
door and pressed the bell button. 

The outside light came on, the door opened and Penny 
frowned at him. “Oh, ifs you. Well, what do you want?” 

“You need to be told?” he asked, pushing the door far¬ 
ther open and stepping inside. “I want you, of course * 

“Get out of here, Dave ” Penny said flatly. “Go home 
to your wife. I don't want you. IVe decided I don’t like 
you even a little bit. You’re a sulky, overgrown child. I’d 
feel I was robbing the cradle ever to have you again ” 

“Knock it off,” he said, shutting the door. “If you re 
peeved because of what I said at the Florida Room, I 
apologize. Now come on—be nice.” 

He reached for her but she quickly sidestepped. 

“I told you to go home to Nora,” she said angrOy. “She’s 
the one who wants you—not I.” 

"There’s never a time when you don’t want a man, 
damn youl” 

“Oh, yes there is. That time is right now. Get the hell 
out of herel” 

He shook his head. "Not until I’ve had you,” he said 
and moved toward her. “And I’m going to have you, even 
if Tve got to rape you.” 

She backed away, looking frightened now as well as 
angry. Once across the entrance hall, she whirled and ran 
into the living room. She grabbed up the telephone and 
began dialing. He came and wrenched it from her hand, 

“Who do you think you’re calling?” he demanded. 

“Nora, of course. Give it to me, Dave.” 

“No, I wont give it to you” 

He put the phone down and grabbed her about the 
waist when she tried to pick up the phone. She whirled, 
struck at him with her fists. He jerked her off balance, 
forced her to the floor. He held her flat on her back with 
his left arm across her chest and his right leg across her 
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legs. She fought fiercely to get free but was no match for 
him. He slipped his right hand under her skirt and forced 
it between her thighs. With the touch of his hand on her 
bare flesh, Penny abruptly stopped struggling. 

“All right, you louse,” she said. “But not here. Not on 
the floor, damn youl” 

He held her for a while longer, not busting her abrupt 
surrender. But the fight had gone out of her and now, as 
he caressed her thighs, she parted them so that he could 
touch the wann, nylon-sheathed nest there. She was ready 
and willing now, even eager. 

“Where?" 

“On the couch down in the rumpus room,” she 
breathed. 

“All right, come along,* he said. He got to his feet and 
helped her rise. 

She stared at him angrily for a moment, then turned 
and walked from the living room. Following, he saw thaf 
she was hastily unbuttoning her blouse .,. 


Nora ran into the storm when still a dozen miles from 
Camp Wee-ni-toka. Traffic had been light and she had 
kept the car at an even, quiet seventy miles an hour. But 
now she was forced to cut her speed because the sluicing 
rain, which the windshield wipers could scarcely cope 
with, limited visibility. Lightning flashes slashed the 
darkness, each blinding chain followed by an ear-shatter¬ 
ing thunderclap. Nora gripped the wheel until her fingers 
ached, frightened in spite of herself. She could not stop 
worrying about Louise, lost and panic-stricken in the fury 
of this storm ... then Nora had to turn her full attention 
to guiding the station wagon along the narrow, tortuous 
mountain road. 

Actually, Nora’s fear for her daughter went farther than 
the image of the child, lost and alone in the storm. Her 
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thoughts were haimted by something much worse that 
could have happened to Louise. Almost every day the 
newspapers carried stories of children falling into the 
hands of sex maniacs. Heaven help me, Nora thought, 
knowing the blame was hers. For she, rather than Dave, 
had believed that sending Louise to this summer camp 
would help them in their quest for higher status in the 
company hierarchy. And she, rather than Dave, had in¬ 
sisted that Louise stay on at Wee-ni-toka when the child 
had wanted to come home. Yes, this was one thing she 
could not blame on Dave. 

She finally reached the little tovm of Pine Grove and 
Camp Wee-ni-toka was only two miles farther. However, 
the place was reached by a side road, made even more 
difficult in this storm than the road behind her. In run¬ 
ning off, Nora reflected, Louise must certainly have 
planned, in her seven-year-old way, to go home. And she 
must have set out along this road, intending to get to 
Pine Grove and probably hitching a ride there to Lan- 
ford. Louise had been told always that she should never 
accept a ride from a stranger but under these circum¬ 
stances, of course, she would have forgotten that. In her 
unhappiness, her desperation to get home, she would 
have seen no harm in accepting a lift. 

She may have been picked up along this road, Nora 
thought. She may not have gotten even as far as Pine 
Grove and have been taken into the woods, into the thick 
growth of trees, dark and forbidding, that pressed down 
on either side of the road. Nora shuddered. 

Brilliant blue-green Ughtning streaks, followed by 
crasliing thunder, heralded stronger wind-swept torrents 
of rain. But now Nora's headlights showed her the stone 
pillars marking the entrance to Camp Wee-ni-toka. An¬ 
other quarter mile and she saw the lighted windows of 
the administration building before which a dozen cars 
were parked, among them three state police cruisers. 
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Nora parked, got out and ran through the rain to the 
stone steps leading to the veranda. The door was opened 
before she reached it by Mrs. Hadley, the director's wifa 

A dozen people were gathered inside the large living 
room, and all showed the same tense anxiety shared by 
those commonly touched by a grave emergency. A state 
trooper sat talking into a portable two-way ra^o but his 
frown showed that he was not receiving good news. An¬ 
other trooper and two men in civilian clothes stood at a 
buffet table, eating sandwiches and drinking coffee. Each 
still wore a glistening wet slicker, so Nora knew that they 
had been out searching and intended to go again. The 
others in the room were women, members of the camp’s 
staff. Louise’s counselor, Miss Leland, came hurrying to¬ 
ward Nora, a look of distress on her rather plain face. 

“I’m so sorry, Mrs. Osborne,” she said in a rush of 
words. “I feel that it was my fault—I really do. If I’d 
paid more attention to Louise, I might have kept her from 
running away. But she told me she was tired and wanted 
to go to her cabin and rest until dinner, I gave her per¬ 
mission, of course. Then, when she didn’t come to dinner, 
I went to her cabin. And she was gone.” 

“There's been no word about her at all?" Nora asked. 

"None at aU,” Mrs. Hadley said. Stout and middle- 
aged, she was obviously distressed. “We know definitely 
that Louise did not go to the village. My husband and I 
went there as soon as we discovered that she was missing. 
The troopers checked later and no one at Pine Grove saw 
her. She must have gone into the woods, Mr.'s. Osborne. 
The men are searching there now, as they have been 
since shortly after six o’clock. Five troopers and most of 
the men from the village are looking for her, and the for¬ 
est rangers have also been asked to help. If Louise isn’t 
found by midnight, more men will come in.” 

The trooper at the radio was saying, “Nothing at that 
abandoned farmhouse, eh, Charlie? Okay. Stay with i*' 
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The trooper and the two men at the buffet table bolted 
the last of their sandwiches, buttoned their raincoats and 
went out into tlie storm* 

Then Miss Leland was again profusely apologizing for 
not having kept a closer watch on Louise* There had been 
a quarrel between Louise and a girl named Harriet Mor¬ 
ton. Miss Leland had learned of it only after Louise had 
disappeared. Evidently that was the reason for the 
child's running off. 

‘ “If only she had told me about the quarrel,” Miss Le¬ 
land said miserably. 

Mrs. Hadley said, *‘Come sit down, Mrs. Osborne. We'll 
have coffee. It may be a long wait, though 1 hope and 
pray that it won't be*” 

Nora let herself be led to a sofa but no sooner had she 
seated herself than she got up again, crossing the room 
* to the trooper at the radio. He was young, capable look¬ 
ing, and she intuitively felt that he would know if there 
was a possibility that someone had taken Louise away, 

“I’m Louise’s mother,” she said, “I’m worried that 
someone with—well, with criminal tendencies may have 
picked my daughter up* Do you think that has happened?” 

’We've no reason to think it has, Mrs. Osborne ” 

TL'm awfully worried—frightened, really.” 

“That's understandable,” he told her. “It's only natural 
to fear the worst. But there has been absolutely nothing 
like that—even molestations—reported in this area recent¬ 
ly. Were assuming that your daughter is lost in the 
woods and we've no reason to think otherwise. She was 
upset over that quarrel with the other girl. Probably she 
brooded about it, then just wandered off.” 

“But shouldn't you people act on the possibility that 
she might have been picked up by someone? Why don't 
you set up road blocks?” 

“We weren't notified of the child's disappearance until 
seven forty-five, Mrs. Osborne. By that time she had been 
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gone for at least two hours, and possibly four hours. If 
some person had picked her up and taken her from this 
area, he’s now long gone. Road blocks wouldn’t catch 
him. If he didn't take her out of the area, well find him— 
and her. But for now it’s better to act on the assumption 
that she’s simply lost in the forest." He smiled at her. 
“You try to think that. Okay?” 

“All right, m tay ” Nora smiled wanly, unreassuredL 

She returned to the sofa and sat there sipping the cof¬ 
fee Mrs. Hadley had brought her. Then, too upset to sit 
still, she asked if she could use the telephone. 

“I wasn’t able to reach my husband before I left home,* 
she said. “He was at a~a business meeting. I’d like to try 
to get him now." 

“Yes, of course ” Mrs. Hadley said, "You can use the 
phone in my husband's office." 


When the phone began to ring. Penny was lying In 
Dave’s arms on the couch in her rumpus room. Dave and 
she had made vigorous, uninhibited love and then, ex¬ 
hausted, lay beside each other, silent and unmoving, until 
the emotional dullness of love-makings aftermath had 
dissipated itself. Still without words, they had turned to 
face each other and entwined their bodies in their ap¬ 
proach to new passion* That they disliked each other in¬ 
tensely mattered not at all. For them mutual dislike and 
even anger served merely to heighten the enjoyment of 
the sexual act. 

So, when the phone first rang, they were attempting to 
fan the embers of desire back into flame. Penny at first 
decided to ignore it, then, thinking that Bart might be 
calling, she broke away from Dave and moved through 
tlie darkness to the extension at the opposite side of the 
room. Picking up the phone, she was startled to hear 
Nora’s voice: 
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"Penny, Tm calling from Louise's camp” Nora said. 
"Louise has run away. She's been gone since four o’clock 
this afternoon. The police are searching for her but there’s 
a bad storm and—well, they haven’t found her. Dave 
should be here. If he s with you, Penny, teU him to come 
—please" 

And with that, Nora broke the connection. 


Penny put down the phone and stood by it, badly 
shaken. How in heaven’s name did Nora know about 
Dave and her? She felt guilty and ashamed. 

From across the darkened room, Dave's voice, thick 
with whiskey and passion, caUed to her. "Come back 
here, you,” he shouted. 

“Dave, get up ” she said. "Get up and get dressed.” 

"The hell I will.” 

She crossed the room to where her clothes lay in an 
untidy heap on the floor. She picked up the blouse and 
put it on, 

"That was Nora.” Her voice was flat. "She called from 
Louise’s camp. Louise ran away and they can’t find her. 
Nora wants you up there. Now get up, you louse, and get 
dressed. Til have some black coffee ready for you by that 
time—so you can be halfway sober ” 

She put on her skirt and padded barefooted upstairs to 
the kitchen. She was pouring hot water onto the pow¬ 
dered coffee when Dave entered. He looked as though 
the frightening news had somewhat sobered him. He 
also looked as though someone had clobbered him. She 
was angry with him—as she was with herself, too, she had 
to admit—but she could be sympathetic. 

"Drink it while it’s hot,” she said. “You’ve got a long 
drive ahead of you and you’d better be sober. I'd drive 
you, but—well, I just can’t face Nora.” 

"How did she find out about us?” 
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T don't know. Not from me*'' 

Tit's a mess/* he said self-pityingly, 'Tlverythmg's such 
a goddamn mess” 

""Quit feeling sony for yourself,” Penny told him, 
*Worry about Louise—and Nora. That poor kid running 
away and getting lost.” 

He did not reply to that; he did not speak again. He 
drank tlie coffee, set down the empty cup, then turned to 
leave. She went to the door with him, watched him half 
run to his car and then drive away. She closed the door 
and leaned heavily against it. 

For the first time in her life, Penny felt a disgust for 
sex, for the murky, devious byways, the cheap lies and 
shoddy intrigues that formed the lifeline of sexual un¬ 
faithfulness. She had wanted to help Nora, not to hurt 
her. But even when trying to help her, she had probably 
hurt her in one or two ways: Tonight at the hotel cock¬ 
tail lounge when she had pleaded a nonexistent engage¬ 
ment and had left Nora with Mark Hammond. Of course 
she had known the moment Mark had said he would like 
to see Nora that he would try to take her to bed. But also, 
of course, she had not known how Nora would react to 
old Mark's proposition. But now she did know, too late, 
that Nora would forever regret giving in to Mark, if she 
had really done so. Yet, if she had not given in, she 
would have spoiled Dave's last chance for the vice-presi¬ 
dency. So, reasoned Penny, she had hurt Nora, not 
helped her. And she had hurt her even more by having 
this silly but highly enjoyable affair with Dave. 

The thought occurred to Penny tiiat Dave and Nora 
were people essentially doomed to a tragic life. Basically 
decent people, they had been pushed into a world that 
destroys their kind. It would be better. Penny conjec¬ 
tured, if Dave did not get that vice-presidency; if he and 
Nora were forced to return to the dull, conventionally 
moralistic world tliat they were really a part of . It was a 
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world that held lasting values for them—moral values ac- 
tuaUy as necessary to their lives as the oxygen in the air 
they breathed. 

As for herself, Penny decided that she did not want sex 
in any form whatsoever for a long, long time. Her self- 
disgust was no small thing. 
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NORA stood facing the big window, staring out into 
the rain-slashed blackness until her eyes ached* When, 
she wondered, would she have word of Louise? 

Despite Nora s urgent pleas to join the other searching 
groups, the trooper at the walky-talky radio had ordered 
her to remain here. He had pointed out that the men had 
enough to do without looking after a distracted mother, 
unfamiliar with this rugged, wooded terrain. She would 
get lost, too. 

“So you take it easy. Well bring your little girl back 
in fine shape, Okay?^ 

Okay, Nora thought, nodding miserably. Sure, Great 

So she had waited, her heart jumping at every scratchy 
sound from the walky-talky receiver and no one had any¬ 
thing really to report. This area, that place, had been 
searched. Results: Negative, And Nora's knuckles were 
raw from striking the dusty window sill. Why, why did 
they not set up road blocks? Damn it, they should realize 
that every day little girls like Louise were horribly muti¬ 
lated and killed by these sex maniacs. Right now the 
child might be lying out there, her clothes tom, her 
little body bloodily ravished, dead, the victim of one of 
these monsters. Nora^s vision suddenly blinded her vrith 
tears. 

Hare she was, alone, in this place.., 

When she saw the car s headlights searching up the 
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roadway, she knew that Dave was cx>ming to the camp* 
Then, as the headlights came closer, she felt a surge of 
jealous resentment rise in her, like a viciously clawing 
wild animal. Her mind was filled with a tape recording 
that constantly repeated: Penny and Dave . . * Penny 
and Dave . . , 

Yet, when a tense-faced Dave opened the door and 
appeared with an extra raincoat over his arm and a fiash- 
light in his hand, the sight of him made her heart ache* 
His face was so white and drawn that he looked as fright¬ 
ened as she felt* She hurried to him, clung to him, 

“Oh, Dave, IVe been so worried-so frightened " 
“They haven't found-?* 

“No, Nora said* “Not a trace," Then, hysteria threaten¬ 
ing: “Dave, Tm so afraid someone has picked her up 
and-" 

Dont think it," he said, "We mustn't think such a 
thing," 

She began to cry, at last giving way to painful sobbing 
and nothing Dave could say helped, Mrs. Hadley came 
quietly in and told him to take Nora to the office where 
they would be alone. She led them there, then left them, 
Dave held Nora in his arms, letting her cry until, after 
a time, her sobbing quieted. She took the handkerchief 
from his breast pocket, wiped her eyes and blew her 
nose, Dave murmured what he hoped were comforting 
sounds, but she jerked away from him, 

“We're being punished,” she cried hysterically* “WeVe 
done terrible t^gs and now we're being punished. 
WeVe turned ourselves into awful people, just for the 
sake of—of belonging. I did wrong in forcing Louise to 
stay at this camp when she hated it. Children always 
sense what is wrong for them and Louise sensed that 
this camp was not right for her* She hasn't been happy 
since we moved to Wilshire Heights. And anyway, she 
left her friends in our old neighborhood and she miss^ 
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them terribly. Dave, listen: ware trying to be what we’re 
not cut out to be. If something bad has happened to 
Louise I’ll hate you and myself the rest of my lifel” 

Dave nodded, his face grave. “I understand how you 
feel, Nora,” he said. “We have made a mess of our lives 
these past few months. I’ve got to go out there and find 
our daughter. Will you be all right alone?” ^ 

“I’ll be all right alone," Nora said bitterly. "Haven’t I 
been alone for a long while?” 

He left, and in the main room he donned his raincoat 
He ignor^ the advice of the trooper at the radio, which 
was not to go into the woods unless he was familiar with 
this wild country. Into the stormy night he went, crossing 
the wide clearing where the camp stood, then plunged 
in among the dense trees and imdergrowth. 

Afterward, he had no idea how far he tramped through 
the thick wet woodland in his frantic search for his 
daughter. He merely knew that he kept on the move the 
remainder of the night, wandering one way and another. 
Twice he encountered other searchers, small groups of 
weary men, and to them he identified himself as Louise s 
father but learned that no one had found any trace of 
the child. He continued to go it alone and was surprised 
to find how quickly he tired. Then he realized that his 
heavy drinking and his love-making with Penny had 
sapped his endurance. But he had no thought of giving 
up. 

He stopped every few minutes to call his daughter s 
name, waited hopefully for an answer and then, failing 
to hear one, pressed on. The beam of his flashlight lanced 
into dark gullies, among clusters of rock, into a deep 
ravine. And despite legs that were leaden with weariness 
and laboring lungs, he persisted in his search through 
this night of storm. 

He came finally to the weed-gro^ road which Nora 
and Louise and he had crossed on their trek last Sun- 
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day. He recalled how happy the three of them had been 
for a little while as Nora told her little story of the 
Indian family finding the place which Louise had named 
the Secret Cave. 

Abruptly, Dave felt his heart leap with sudden hope. 

Louise would not have forgotten that place, which had 
touched off her imagination as well as Nora’s. A child’s 
mind magnifies such small incidents, he told himself, and 
retains them forever as cherished memories. In r unni ng 
away, Louise would have realized the impossibility of her 
reaching home. But she would have had some refuge in 
mind. That might have been the Secret Cave, which, in 
Nora’s fantasy, had been the refuge of the Indian family 
in a fierce storm like this one. 

Suddenly Dave knew that his daughter was there. She 
would be huddled under the rocky ledge, sheltered from 
the storm and safe in every other way. Sheltered and 
safe, but undoubtedly as frightened at being alone in 
the stormy darkness as any seven-year-old would be. 

Dave drove himself on, across the road and into the 
dense woodland just as the rain stopped and the sky 
began to turn gray with approaching dawn. He did not 
come to the place he sou^t, however, because he had 
not crossed the road at the same point where Louise and 
Nora and he had crossed last Sunday. Again he wandered 
one way and another, pausing often to call his daughter’s 
name. He began to think that he would not be able to 
find the Secret Cave, that he would have to stop and turn 
back for other searchers to help him. He did stop but 
tried calling out once more. And this time he thought he 
heard a faint answering fjtll 

He shouted more loudly; “Louise! Louise, baby I* 

And, yes, there was again a faint answer. 

Running in the direction from which the answering 
call seemed to come, he tripped over a root. His forward 
momentum carried him through a tangle of brush and 
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then he plummeted down a steep slope* He sprawled at 
tlie base of the slope, dazed and in pain* His head hurt 
and there was a knife-sharp ache in his left side. When 
he picked himself up after several minutes, he felt an 
even greater pain in his left ankle* He was barely able 
to endure the sharp stabbing hurt when he put his 
weight on his left foot* Halting to rest, he called out 
once more* 

This time he knew that it was Louise who answered. 
“Daddy—Daddyl'* she called* 

Minutes later he made his painful way out of the trees 
to the small clearing by the bluflf in which the Secret 
Cave was located. Louise stood in the hollow at the 
base of the bluff, her hair disheveled and her blue denim 
camp uniform wet and bedraggled* But she was alive 
and unharmed and Dave sobbed with vast relief- 

She came running to him, crying happily, T knew 
yoird come, Daddy! Where’s Mother? Didn’t she come 
with you?" 

Dave caught her up in his arms, too choked with feel¬ 
ing to answer at once. He could only mutter, “Thank 
GodI Oh, thank God!" 

Though Louise was in better physical shape than he 
was, Dave insisted upon carrying her but after a short 
distance he was forced to stop and put her down. He 
leaned against a tree trunk and gently felt his sore ankle, 
which he found badly swollen. The throbbing pain was 
agonizing even when he was not placing his weight 
upon that foot. Too, since carrying Louise, the sharp 
ache in his left side was more severe. 

“1 fell and hurt myself, honey," he said* “You thuik 
you can walk the rest of the way?" 

"Oh, sure," Louise said. “I m fine. Or I will be if you 
take me home. Will you take me home, Daddy?" 

“You bet your boots Til take you home." 

Louise giggled. “Im not wearing boots, you sOly" 


y 
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Then, anxiously: “Are you mad at me because I ran 
away?” 

“No, Im not mad, baby. But ycm shoddnt have done 
it” 

“Well, a girl called me names. She said I was—” 

“You forget it,” I^ave told her, “It's over now, and 
you're going home. But first, we'U have to find our way 
back to the camp ” 

“Find our way?” Louise said, her eyes grown round. 
Are we lost?” 

Dave laughed despite his pain- “No, not really ” he 
said. 

He took her by the hand and, linipmg badly, walked 
with her through the dense woods. He began to think 
he would not be able to return to the camp. The pain 
in his ankle was becoming unbearable. 

They had traveled perhaps a half-mile when they heard 
a voice caUIng the child’s name. 

“Listen, Daddy,” she said, surprised. “Somebody's 
calling me. Isn't that strange?” 

“It's strange, all right,” he said, smiling. “You call back, 

ehr 

As Louise called, “Hello, hello, who are you?” Dave 
sank to the ground and sat with his back to a tree trunk. 
His ankle was swollen to twice normal size and throbbed 
with pain even now, 

A trooper and four civilian searchers emerged from tibe 
surrounding trees and brush. They moved slowly, weary 
from spending the night tramping through the forest. 
But they managed to grin at sight of Louise and to show 
surprise at seeing her father with her. 

“So it took a greenhorn to find her, eh, Mr, Osborne?” 
the trooper said. Then, to Louise: “Hiya, honey. How are 
you feeling?” 

“I'm fine,” Louise said, “But my daddy's hurt. I guess 
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ifs lucky you came along. He needs help to get back to 
the camp."' 

Dave did need help. He required a stretcher to bear 
him back to Camp Wee^ni-toka, the attention of a doctor 
summoned from Pine Grove, and a state police car to 
take him to the hospital at Lanford. There he found that 
his head and his side were not seriously injured, but the 
X-ray showed a fractured bone in his ankle. The ankle 
went into a cast, and Dave into a hospital bed* 

For her mother, Ixjuise^^s return alive and unharmed 
seemed a miracle, and the ordeal of that stormy night 
brought Nora to make a momentous decision. After stop¬ 
ping at the hospital with Dave’s pajamas, robe and toilet 
kit she started home with Louise. And at that time she 
made up her mind about the future of the Osborne 
family. 

She needed still more time to think things out and 
she concentrated on her plan the remainder of the day, 
That night she lay awake for hours, pondering how she 
would tell Dave tomorrow, 

Nora drove Louise to Sunday school in the morning, 
then returned home and called a sitter, a college girl 
she trusted, to stay with the child while she went on 
to the hospital. Picking Louise up at eleven o'clock, she 
told her about the sitter. Louise fussed a little, saying 
that she, too, wanted to visit her father. 

“IVe something to talk over with Daddy,” Nora told 
her. ‘‘Something important.” 

“Something too important for me to hear?” 

‘That’s right, darling,” Nora said, laughing. 

She was surprised that she was able to laugh, for she 
felt so-so grim. But maybe her ability to laugh again 
was proof, she reflected, that her decision was the right 
one. She merely had to make Dave see how important her 
course of action would be to all of them. 

The sitter came at one-thirty, and Nora left in the 
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station wagon a few minutes later. After parking at the 
hospital, she sat in the car for a moment, mentally re¬ 
hearsing what she would say to Dave. 

She must make two points clear to him. One, she 
could no longer put up with their estrangement. He 
would have to forgive and forget her affair with Bran¬ 
don Hoyt, and she would forgive and forget his with 
Penny Austin. Being a party to a halfway marriage was 
an impossible role for her to take. The second point was 
that she no longer wanted to be a part of the group in 
which they now moved. If dropping out meant that Dave 
would have to resign from Worden-Forbes, then that 
was all right with her. If he would not give in, she would 
have no recourse but to consider a divorce. 

That was what she had decided, and she intended to 
give Dave that ultimatum. If she was wrong in believing 
tfiat he still loved her and wanted to keep their marriage 
intact, she would take Louise and leave him. She would 
not go on being what she had become. The price they 
were paying for belonging was far, far too high. 

Tears came but she blinked them away and left die 
station wagon, walked purposefully into the hospital and 
took the elevator to the fifth floor. But while going along 
the corridor to Dave's room, she found that her nerve 
was failing her. She began to doubt that she could go 
through with her plan. The trouble was, she was too 
deeply in love with Dave. 

He was out of bed and learning to use a pair of 
crutches. 

He gave her an uncertain smile, "*How ana I doing?” 

Toure doing fine, Dave.” 

"rU be on these things quite a while,” be said. He 
moved awkwardly to the b^. He seated himself on its 
edge, then asked, ‘'How is Louise?” 

“She's all right She went to Sunday school this mom- 
. » 
mg. 
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*And how are you fedingF* 

“Not happy” 

“Neither am I * h© said “Sit down. I want to talk.*" 

“So do I want to talk,” she replied “And Fd bettar 
stay OB my feet to say my piece ” 

He gaz^ at her bleakly. “Well, go ahead. Get it off 
your chest” 

She shook her head "You first,” she said realizing 
that her nerve was just about wholly gone. 

He fumbled in the pockets of his robe, brought out 
a cigarette. He didn’t speak until he*d lit it and dien he 
searched for words. 

“I don’t know how to say it, Nora, without seeming 
to be placing the blame on you. But it’s this way: I 
became involved with Penny because I was sick with 
jealousy. And because my pride was hurt. I nev^ really 
wanted her. I don't even like her. I guess I was acting 
like a Idd trying to get even.” 

'So you got even ” 

“And I hurt you ” h© said bitterly. “One of the two 
people I love. But, damn it, you shouldn’t have given 
yourself to Brandon Hoyt—even if you thought it would 
get me the vice-presidency. It was a lousy thing to hap¬ 
pen to a man in love ” 

“And now you re no longer in love with me?” 

“I didn't say tbaL I am in love with you—I always 
will be. But I don't like what youVe become—or what 
Fve become.” 

“You ra echoing my words, Dave, You know that, don’t 
you?” 

He nodded. “I know. But I made up my own mind 
about things. Nora, I want out. Fm not going on with 
Worden-Forbes, even as a vice-president And I don't 
care to be a part of the crowd we’re associating with. I 
want to make a clean break.” 

Now youre echoing what Fve been wishing, Nora 
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thought. Aloud, she said, Tfou mean you want to resign 
from the company?” 

Tes.” 

""And have to start all over?” 

“I can go to work right away for Triton Electronics. 
Bill Marsten will pay me nine thousand a year. Of 
course, thats not nearly what Fm getting at Worden- 
Forbes and we'd have to move out of Wilshire Heights. 
But I won't do it unless you agree. If you won't agree, IH 
go after that vice*presidency. Oh, I know you doubt that 
I can get it, with Hoyt backing that Air Force general. 
But I was telling the truth when I said that I had some¬ 
thing on him.” 

He explained about the photostat of the letter he had 
gotten from Harvey Ward, then continued. *1 won't be 
able to see Hoyt tomorrow because of my ankle. But I 
can just as easily lay it on the line for him over the 
phone.” 

Nora sank weakly into the bedside chair feeling ut¬ 
terly jolted. So Dave's talk had not been mere boyish 
bragging, after all. He actually did have a way to force 
Brandon Hoyt to back him. What a fool she had been 
to think that he was incapable of getting and holding 
this top job. How stupid she had been to hurt him by 
her traipsing from bed to bed, honestly thinking that 
she could help him by acting like a cheap little whore. 
She had let herself be used and degraded by three dif¬ 
ferent men and all to no purpose. If Dave should ever 
find out about Mark Hammond, God help her! 

'The strange thing is,” Dave went on, T could have 
settled this with Hoyt days ago. I kept putting off getting 
in touch with him, I didn't know why I kept sfallmg un¬ 
til this thing happened to Louise. That Dpened my eyes 
to what a mess l^th of us have made of our marriage. 
I hate Brandon Hoyt for having had you in bed, Nora, 
but when I face it, I know I wouldn't get any real. 



PARTY WIVES 187 

honest satisfaction by forcing him to back us. That sud¬ 
denly struck me as a lousy way to get a promotion. 
Damn it, I guess Im just not cut out to be a good black¬ 
mailer. Hell, I don’t even want that siUy vice-presidency 
now. But if you’^re set on holding onto the house in 
Wilshire Heights and being part of the crowd—well, 
m call him. And clobber him with that photostat" 

Nora’s voice was husky and her eyes brimming as she 
turned to him. “Anything you want to do, darling, is 
just what I want, too^ 

“Better give me a signed memo on that,*^ Dave 
grinned. “Some day you might forget what you ve just 
said.*^ 

"I wont Dave, Cross my heart honest and truly. 
Know why? Because what you’ve decided is exactly the 
same thing that 1 had made up my mind to since the 
first day you were in the hospital Td planned to tell you 
that I don’t want you to keep on at Worden-Forbes, TTiat 
crowd is just no good for us, Dave, and the price weVe 
been paying for all this plushy kind of life is too high, 
Nothing is worth all the heartache it costs.” 

They gazed at each other wonderingly for a brief 
moment and in the flash of time each had the same 
thought. Nora got from her chair at the same instant 
that Dave adjusted his crutches and got from the bed. 
He hobbled to her and, balanced on his crutches, put 
his hands to her waist Nora’s arms were about his neck, 
and their lips met, gently at first then opening with the 
long-missed fire of their love and passion. 

After they had kissed, Nora whispered, “Darling, how 
long will they keep you here away from me?” 

“Until tomorrow morning,” Dave said, “Can you wait?^ 

“Hardly. Can you?” 

"Hell, no,” he grinned. 

“Well, neither can I,” Nora smiled softly, that smoulder- 
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ing glow coming into her eyes. “But isn't there anything 
that we can do about it?” 

A slender young brown-haired nurse silently entered 
the room at that moment. Her eyes twinkled as she 
answered Nora’s question. "Not one blessed thing can 
you do,” she said. “And isn’t it a crying shame!” 


THE END 
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Suburban Sleep-out... 

They have the big houses... the big cars... the 
lush backyard swimming pools. They also have 
the husbands-other women’s husbands, that is 
-more important husbands than their own, 
whom they married only "till lust us do part..." 

They're the wives of the young corporation exec¬ 
utives - men on the brink of success, needing 
just that little extra push to put them over. It's 
the kind of push a wife can give if she's toveiy 
enough and willing to be the wife of the party 
and trade shares in passion for an interest in 
the Organization. So this was the inner voice 
Nora could not resist: 

.. you’re beautiful, Nora—a tempting woman. 
You’re married to a nice guy, a little too nice. He 
doesn’t try hard enough to get ahead—so what 
if the boss and the clients want a little bed 
and broad—and the broad is you?’’ 

MORE DISCREET AND MORE DESIRABLE THAN ANY CALL 
GIRL ARE THE MEMBERS OF THE COZY COTERIE OF 
WIVES WHO TRADE PASSIONS FOR PROFIT ... THE 

PARTY WIVES 










